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THE 

LIFE OF THE TRANSLATOR, 

THE REW' PHILIP FRANCIS, 



'pEW memoirs have been handed down to ttt of the 
^ able translator of Horace and Demosthenes. He 
was of Irish extraction, if not bom tn that kingdom ; 
where his ftther was a dignified clergyman, and, 
among other preferments, held 'the rectory of St. 
Mary Dublin, from which he was ejected by the 
court on account of his Tory principles. His toUt 
our author, was also educated for the cliurch, and 
obtained a doctor's degree. His edition of Horace 
made his name known in England about the year 
174S, and raised him a reputation, as a dassical 
editor and translator, which no subsequent attempts 
have been able to diminish. Dr. Johnson, many 
years after ether rivals had started, gave him this 
praise: "The lyrical part of Horace never can be 
properly translated ; so much of the excellence is in 
the numbers and the expression. Francis has done 
it the best: Til take his, five out of six, against 
thtm all." 

Some time after the publication of Horace, he ap> 
pears to have come over to England; where, in 1759, 
he published a translation of part of the Orations of 
Demosthenes, intending to comprise the whole in 
two quarto volumes. It was a matter of some im> 
portance at that time to publish a large work of this 
kind, and-the author had the precaution therefore to 
secure a copions list of subscribtora. Unfortenately, 
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boweTcr, it had to contend with the «ckttowledg«i . 
merit of Leland's Translation; and, allowing their 
respective merits to have been nearly equal, ^and'a 
had at least the priority in point of time, and, upon 
comparison, was preferred by the critics, as being 
more free and eloquent, and less literally exact. 
This, however, did ^t arise fivm any defect in our 
author's skill, but was merely an er^or, if an error at 
all, in judgment : for he conceived that as few li- 
berties as possible ought to be taken with the style 
of his author, and that there was an essential diffe- 
rence between a literal translation, which only he 
considered as faithful, and an imitation, in which we 
can never be certain that we have the author's words 
or precise meaning. In the year 1755, he completed 
his purpose in a second vo!ume,which was applauded 
as a difficult wprk well executed, and acceptable to 
ev«ry friend of genius and literature : but its success 
was by no means correspondent to the wishes of the 
author or of his friends. 

The year before tlie first volume of his Demosr 
thenes appeared, he determined to attempt the 
drama, and his first essay was a tragedy, entitled 
Eugenia. This is professedly an adaptation of the 
French Cenie to English feelings and h^tbits, but it 
had not much success on the stage. Lord Cheater- 
field, in one of hfs letters to his son, observes, that 
he did not think it would, hav^ succeeded so wcdl, 
considering how long our British audiences had been 
accustomed to murder, racks, and poison, in ^very 
tragedy: yet it affected the heart so much, that it 
triumphed over habit and pr^udice. In a subae* 
quent letter, be says tliat the boxes were crowded 
till the sixth night, when the pit and gallery were 
totally deserted, and it was dropped. Distress with- i 
out death, he repeats, waa not sufficient to affect a 
true British audience, so long accustomed to dag- 
gers, racks, and bowls of poison; contrary to Horace** 
rale, they desira to see Medea murder her children 
on the stage. The sentiments were too delicate to 
move them: and their hearta were to be taken bf 
ttormt sot by parley. 
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In iTM^Mr. Francts bft>iiffat oat anothtr tutfedy 
ftt Covent-Gmrden thMtre, tatititd ComteatiBe, 
which was equalljronsaoeAstAil, but appeato to Imto 
foilered principally by the iinpiwpar dbtribntion of 
the parts among the actors. This be allmite to, la 
the dedication to lord Ohesterileld, with whom he 
appears to have been acqoainted ; and Mtimatet, at 
the same time, that these disapp<rijitmeBtt ted In- 
dnced him to take leave of the stage. 

During the political contests at the begtaning of 
the present reign, he employed his pen in defence of 
government, and acquired the patronise of lord Hoi* 
land ; who rewanled his services by the rectory of 
Barrow in Svffbik, and the dsapIainshipof-Chelseac 
hospital. What were his poUieations on politieal 
topics, 4s they Were anonymous, and probably dis- 
persed among the poriodical journals, cannot now be 
ascertained. They drew npon him, however, the 
wrath of Churchill, who in bb "Author** has exhi- 
bited a portrait of Mr. Frauds probably overcharged 
by epleen and envy. Churchill indeed was so pro- 
fuse of his calumny, t^t, long before he died, his as- 
sertions had begun to lose their value. He is said to 
have intended to write a satirical poem, in which 
Francis was to make his appearance as the ordinary 
of Newgate. The severity of this satire was better 
anderstood at that time, when the ordinaries of 
Newgate were held in very little esteem, and some 
of them were grossly ignorant and dissolute. 

Mr. Francis died at Bath, March 5, 1773, leaving a 
son, who in the same year was appointed one of the 
Supreme Council of Bengal, and is now sir Philip 
Francis. K. B., and M.P. for Appleby. 

Of all the classical writers, Horace is by general 
consent allowed to be'the most difficult to translate; 
yet so universal has been the ambition to perform 
this task, that scarcely an English poet can be named 
in whose works we do not. find scmte part of Horace. 
These efibrts, however, have not so frequently been 
directed to give the sense and local meaning of the 
author, as to transfuse his satire, and adapt it to mo- 
dent persons and times. But of the few who have 
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eschibited the whole of this interectinc poet ia an 
English dreu, Mr.Frand* has been supposed to h«re 
succeeded best in that which is most difficult, the 
lyric part, and likewise to have «onvejed the spirit 
and sense of the original, in the Epistles and Satires, 
with least iiyury to the genius of the author. In his 
preface, he acknowledges his obligations to Dr. 
Dnnkin, a poet of some celebrity, and an excelleat 
classical scholar. 

While Horace is accounted the most difficult, heii 
perhaps of all Latin authors the most popular; ud 
accordingly we find more frequent quotations ftoa 
him than from any other. He is in lAtin what Pope 
is in English ; and the reason is honourable to hti 
talents, to the refinement and elegance of his sent!' 
ments, and to the uniTetyal' range he took throng 
the extensive provinces of manners, morals, and cri- 
ticism. He was contemporary with Ylrgil and Varins, 
by ^ose means he obtained the patronage of Ms* 
cenas and Augustus. To Msecenas he was so warmlj 
attached, that it has been supposed, but not on suffi. 
dent authority, that he put an end to his own life in 
order to follow his generous patron. It is certain 
that he died soon after Msecenas, in the fifty-seventli 
year of his age, and in the year eighth before the 
Christian »ra. 
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nPHE works of Horace have been alwajt mim- 
-*- bered among the most Taluable remains of an- 
tkpiity. If we may rely opon the .judgment of his 
commentators, he has united in his lyric poetry the 
enthusiasm of Pindar, (he majesty of Alcseus, tiie 
tenderness of Sappho, and the charming levities of 
Anacreon, Yet he has beauties of his own genias, 
his own manner, that form his peculiar character. 
Many of hb odes are varied with irony and satire ; 
with delicacy and humour; with ease and pleasantry. 
Some of them were written in the first beat of iraa^ 
ginaiion, when circumstances of time, places, per- 
sons, -were strong upon him. In others, he rises in 
fall- poetical dignity; sublime in sentiments, bold in 
-aUnsions, and profuse of fifures; ftiigal of words, 
carious in his choice, and happily venturous in his 
«se of them; pure in his diction, animated in bis 
expressions, and harmonious in his lumbers; artful 
in the plans of bis poems, regular in their conduct, 
sukd happy in their execution. Sui'ely the best at- 
tempts to translate so various an author, will require 
great indulgence, and any tolerable success may de- 
serve it. But perhaps we shall better see the va^ 
rtety of our poet's ge9ius by considering, if such an 
expression may be forgiven, the various genius of 
lyric poetry. 

In the first ages of Greece, the lyric muse -way 
particularly appointed to celebrate the praises of the 
gods and heroes in~their festivals. The noblest pre- 
cepts of philosophy were enlivened by music, and 
animated by the language of poetry, while reason 
governed the raptures, which a religious enthusiasm 
inspired. We may therefore believe, that nothing 
b 
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cooM enter into its oompotitionfl, but what was ) 
•Haste and correct, awfol and sublime, while it was 
employed in sioginf the praises of gods, and immor- 
talising the actions of men; in supporting the sacred 
truths of religion, and encouraging the practice of i 
moral yirtue. Such was its proper, natural cha- 
racter. But it soon lost this original excellence, and i 
became debased to every light description of love, J 
dances, fsasts, gallantry, ahd Wine. In this view it i 
may be compared to one of its first masters, who de- | 
scended (according to an expression of Quintilian). 
into sports and loves, although naturally formed for 
nobler subjects. 

Yet this alteration,' though it lessened its natural 
dignity, seems to have added to that pleasing v% 
■ riety, to which no other poetry can pretend, for 
when the skill and experience of the persons, who 
. first cultivated the different kinds of poems, gave to 
each kind those numbers, which seemed most proper 
for it; as lyric poetry had *given birth to all sorts of 
verse, so it preserved to itself all the nieasures of 
which they are composed, the pentameter alone ex- 
ceptcd. Thus a variety of subjects is agreeably 
maintained bya variety of numbers, and they have 
both contributed to that free,, unbounded spirit, 
which forms the peculiar character of lyric poetry. 

In this freedom of spirit it disdains to mark the 
transitions, which preserve a connection in all other 
writings, and which naturally conduct the mind from 
one thought to another. Flrom whence if must often 
happen, that while a translator is grammatically ex- 
plaining his author, and opening his reasoning, that 
genius and manner, and boldness of thinking, which 
are effects of an immediate poetical enthusiasm, 
ahaU eifter be wholly lost, or greatly dissipated and 
enfeebled. 

It is remarkable, that this kind of poetry was the 
first that appeared in Rome, as it was the first that 
was known in Greece, and was used In tiie same 
subjects by the Rontans, while they had not yet any 
eorrespoadenca with Greece aod her leamine. How- 
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k ^099t, it tOBtiaM4 In aliBoet its flnt ni4eiieM vntil 
_ d» AogMtan «fe» when Horace, improved by readiog 
mm! imiUting the Grecian poets» carried it at once 
to its perfection, and, in the judgment of Quintiiian, 
if almost Hie on]y Latin lyric poet worthy of being 
read. 

If we shoidd inqmre into the state of lyric poetry 
among Engli^ writers, we shall be obliged to confess 
that their taste was early Yitiated, and their judg- 
ment vnhappUy misguided, by the too great suocess 
of one man of wit, who first gave Pindar's name to a 
wild, irregular kind of versification, of which there is . 
not one instance in IKindar. Ail his numl>ers are 
exact, and all his strophes regular. But from the 
aotherity of Cowley, supported by an inconsiderate 
imitation olf some other eminent writers, every idler 
in poetry, who,has not strength or industry sufficient 
to confine his riiimes and numbers to some constant 
form (which can alone give them real harmony), 
makes an art of wandering, and then calls bis work a 
Findaric ode; m which, by the saute justness of cri- 
tidsm, his imagination is as wild and lieeutious as 
bis Munbers are loose and irregular. 

To avoid this fault, all the measures in the follow- 
ing translation are constantly maintained through 
each od^ except in the Carmen Seculare*^ But it 
may ba useless to excuse particulars, when possibly 
the wlMle poem, in its present form, may be con- 
demned. Tet by foreigners it has been called Mr. 
Sanadon's master-piece; and since the odes of Ho- 
race are certainly not in that order at present, in 
which they were originally publbhed, it has been 
esteenaed an uncommon proof of his critical sagacity, 
to have reconciled in one whole sa many broken 
parts, that have so long perplexed the best comraen- 
totors. Tet the reader will find some alteration of 
lir. 8anadon*s plan, for which the translator ia 
obliged to the learned and reverend Mr. Jones, 
who lately pohlished a very valnable edition of 
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thor** metsares, yet the form of bis •trophet hat* 
> been often imitated, and, in general, there will be 
found a greater number of dififerent itanaas, in the 
translation, than in the original. One advantage, 
there is peculiar to English stanxas, that some of 
them have a natural ease and fluency ; others seem 
formed for humour and pleasantry; while a third 
kind has a tone of dignity and solemnity proper for 
sublimer subjects. Thus the measures and form of 
the stanza will often show the design and cast of the 
ode. 

In the translation it has not only been endea- 
voured to give the poet's general meaning, but to 
preserve that force of expression, in which hb pecu- 
liar happiness consists,' and that boldness of epithets, 
for which one of his commentators calls him wonder- 
ftil, and almost divine. Many odes, especially in 
the first book, have little more than choice of words 
and harmony of numbers to make them not udworthy 
of their author ; and although these were really the 
most difficult parts of the translation, ^t they will 
be certainly least entertaining to an English reader. 
In the usual manner of paraphrase or imitation, it 
had not been impossible to have given them more 
spirit, according to the taste of many a modem critic, 
by enlarging the poet's design, and adding to his 
thoughts; but, however hardy tlie translator may 
seem by his present adventurous undertaking, this 
was' a presumption, of which he was very little c»> 
pable. 

Ik would be a tedious, useless, and ill^atured la* 
hour to point out the faults in other versions of our 
poet. Let us rather acknowledge, that there are 
excellent lines in them, of which the present trans- 
lator has taken as .many as he could use upon hia 
plan, and wishes, for the sake of the public, they 
could be found to exceed a hundred. 

Yet still the for more valuable parts of our author 
remain to be considered. If in his Odes he appears 
with all the charms and graces and ornaments of 
poetry, la his EpisUet and Satires be gives us tb« 
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fr n^att precQpU of philosophy, that ever formed tfao 
hnman heart, or improved the anderstanding. H« 
tells u»» that Homer shows in a eleartr and more 
persuasive manner the beanty and advantages of vir- 
tne, the deformity and dangers 'of vice, than even 
the Stoic and Academician philosophers. Yet the 
morality of Homer is confined to politics; to the 
virtues or vices of princes, upon whom, indeed, the 
happiness or misery of their people depends. Bui 
in the morality of Horace, the happiness and misery 
of all human kind are interested. Here the gratitude 
and a£fection due to a good father for his care and 
tenderness are impressed upon the child. Here we 
are unght, that real greatness does not arise from 
the accident ofbdng noUy bom, or descended from 
a race of titled ancestors. We must imitate those 
virtues, to which they were indebted for their titles. 
Soch ar6 the sentiments of our pof 1*8 philosophy. 

If his religion were a subject for our curiosity, it 
will appear to have been founded upon the best rea* 
soniog of the hnlnan understanding. He asserts a 
supreme Being, with that noble idea of him, " Undo 
nil majus generatur ipso^ nee viget qnicquam simile 
ant secundum." From this Bdng alt others, both 
gods and men, received their existence, and upon 
him they depend for the continuance of it. But as 
creeds and practke too frequently differ, it is ac- 
knowledged, that our poet, although not professedly 
the disciple of any particular school, in general lived 
an ^Hcnreao. Such a religion was happily suited 
to the natural indolence of his disposition, the care- 
lessness of his temper, and the companionable gaiety 
of bis humour. Yet we find him honest, just, hiv 
mane, and good-natured ; firm in hb friendships; 
grateful, without flattery, to the bounty of Macenas, 
and wisely contented with the fortune which he had 
the honour* of recttving from his illustrious patron. 
Among t^ numerous authors of antiquity, others, 
perhaps, may be more admired, or esteemed; Aone 
more amiaUe, more 'worthy to be. beloved. 
r The dignity of translating this part of his works 
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aritet ia general from the freqaebt truntatieiii «f 
lints hi Grecian writers, and parodies on those of 
his eontemporarfos,' from his introdoeing new cha* 
racters on the sceae^ and dianging the speakers of 
his dialogues; frona his not marking his transitiMs 
from thought to thoagfat,but giving them as they lay 
in his mhid. These unconnected transitions are of 
great life and spirit; nor should a translator be too 
coldly regular in sup|rfying the connection, since it 
will be a tame performance, that giv)es us the 
sense of Horae^, if it be not given in his peculiar 
manner. 

As hb editors have often perplexed Ae text, by 
altering the measures of our author for the sake of a 
more musical cadence ; so they, who have imitated 
or translated him with most success in English, seen 
to have forgotten, that a carelessness of numbers is a 
peculiar part of hia, character, which ought to be pre* 
served almost as faithfully as his sentiments . 

Style is genius, and justly numbered amongst the 
founUins of the sublime. Expression in poetry is 
diat colouring in painting, which distinguishes a 
master's hand. But Itie misfortntie of our transla- 
tors is, that they have only one style; and coas*> 
quently all their attthors. Homer, Viri^l, Horabe, 
Ovid, are compelled to speak in die suae numbers, 
and the sune unvaried exprcMion. The free- b ora 
•pirit of peetty is eonfined in twenty constant sylla* 
bias, and the sense r^ularly ends 'With every second 
Ifne, as if the writer Had not strengtii enough to 
support himself, or courage enough to venture kite 
• third. 

This undaaaieal kind of versification would be pa^ 
ticnlarly most unnatural in a tnmslatioB of Horace. 
It wonM make him argue in couplets, and the per* 
sons of his dialogues converse ahnost in epigrams. 
The translator has therefore foHowed the sense In 
one unbroken period. Be has often endeavoured to 
Usilate the prosaic oadence of his author, when he 
could with nodi more ease have made him appear 
like » nedem original. He haa nm the lints iote 
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fmdn other, «* he beUeves it the best mMmer «f pr^ 
serving that loose, proseic poetry, thet negUgenoe of 
aombers, which hai ever been esteeaied one of hie 
.peculiar beauties. 

If we consider the poetieal apuit and nunerooe 
variety of measures in his Odes, we may believe this 
careless versificatioa in his Satires was not an «ffBCit 
of necessity, but of judgment. His frequent use of 
.proverbs and common phrases ; bis diiisrent manner 
of expressing the same sentiments in his Odes and 
^tires, will convince us, that he really thon^t a sa- 
■tiriat and a poet^ were extremely different charaeters; 
that the language of poetry was as nnnatdral to the 
.morality of satire, as a low, familiar style to the ma- 
jesty of an epic poem; or, as he himself expresses it, 
that the Muse of Satire walks on foot, while all her 
sisters soar into the skies. "^ 

If this criticism be just, the dispute between Juve- 
nal and Horace, with regard to style, may with ease 
be decided. In Juvenal the vices of his age are 
shown in all their natural horrors. He ccimmands 
his readers in the language of authority, and terrifies 
them with images drawn in the boldness of a truly 
poetical spirit. He sUnds like a priest at an altar 
sacrificing to his gods; but even a priest, in his 
^ wannest seal of religion, might be forgiven, if he 
confessed so much humanity, as not to take pleasure 
in- hearing the groans, and searching into the entrails 
of the victim. 

Tliere is a kind of satire of such malignity, as too 
surely proceeds from a denre of gratifying a constitu- 
tional cruelty of temper. The satirist does not ap- 
pear like a magistrate to give sentence on the vices 
of mankind, but like an executioner to slaughter t^e 
criminal. It was the saying of a great man, that he 
who hated vice, hated mankind; but certainly he 
does not love them as he ought, who indulges his n»> 
tural sagacity in a discernment of their faults, and 
feels an ill-natured pleasure in exposing them to 
public view. • 
Our author was of another spirit; of a natural ^ 
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cbeerfulneu of temper; an easiness of niAnaert, 
ftshioned by the politeness of courts ; a good undet • 
standinf, iinpro^4d,by conTorsing with mankiyid; a 
quick discernment of their frailties, bnt, in general, 
so happy an art of correcting them, Ihat be r eproves 
without offending, and instructs without anafRscta 
Cion of superiority. He p r es e r ves a strength of rea> 
soning necessary to persuade, without that dogma> 
ticid seriousness, wiiich is apt to disgust or disoblige. 
He has this advantage over the rigid satirist, that we 
receive him into our bosoms, while he reasons widi 
good-humpur, and corrects in the language of friend- 
ship. Nor will his Satires he less useful to the prcM 
sent age, than to Uiat in which they were written, 
since he does not draw his characters from particular 
persons, but from human nature itself, which is in- 
variably the same in all ages and countries. 
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BOOK I. 

ODE I. 

TO ILECEKAS. 

I^ACBKAS, whose hi^h lineage springs 
ItA From fair £traria*s ancient kings, 
O thou, my patron and my friend. 
On whom myiife, my fame depend ; 
In cloads th' Olympic dust to roll. 
To turn with kindling wheels the goal. 
And gain the palm, victorious priae! 
Exalt a mortal to the skies. 

This tnan, by faction and debate 
Raised to the first employs of state; 
Another, who from Libya's plafa» 
Sweeps to his bam the various grain ; 
A third, who with unwearied toil ^ 
Ploughs cheerful his paternal st^; 
'Whilt in their several wishes blest, 
Not all the wealth by kings possest. 
Shall tempt, with fearful souls, to brave 
The terrors of the foamy wave. 

When lottd Ibe winds and waters wage 
Wild war with elemental rage, 
Tlie merchant praises the retr«tt. 
The quiet of his rural seat ; 
Tet, want untutor'd to sustain. 
Soon rigs bis shattered bark again. 

No mean ddights possess his soul, 
With good old wine who crowns bis bowl ; 
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Whose early revels are begun 

Ere half the coarse of daj be runj 

Kow, by some sacred fountaio laid, 

Now, stretch'd beneath some bowering shade. 

The tented camps a soldier charm. 
Trumpets and fifes his bosom warm ; 
Their mingled sounds with joy hell bear. 
Those sounds of war, which mothers fear. 

The sportsman, ^hiil'd by midnight Jove, 
Forgets bis tender, wedded love. 
Whether his faithful botands pursue. 
And hold the bounding hind in view; 
Whether the boar his hunters foils. 
And foaming breaks the spreading toils. 

An ivy-wreath, fair I>aming*s prize, 
R^ses Maecenas to the skies. 
The breesy grove, the maay round. 
Where tlie light Nymphs and Satyrs bound. 
If there the sacred Nine inspire 
The breathing flute, and strike the lyre. 
There let me fix my last retreat. 
Far from the little vulgar, and the great. 
But if you rank me with the choir. 
Who tun'd with art the Grecian lyre, 
Swift to the noblest heij^ts of fame 
Shall rise thy poet^a deathless name. 
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ODE n. 

TO AUGUSTUS. 

ENOUGH of snow and hul in tempests dire 
Have pour'd on earth, while He»v*n*8 eternal 
'Sire » 

With red right arm at his own temples h'url'd 
His thunders, and alarm'd a guilty world, g. 

Lest Pyrrha should again with plaintive cries 
Behold the monsters of the deep arise. 
When to the mountain-summit Proteus drove 
His sea-born herd, and where the woodland dove 

Late perch'd, his wonted seat, the seal j lHt>od 
Entangled hung upon the topmost wood, 
And every timorous native of the plain 
High-floating swam amid the boundless tnain. 

We saw, pushM backward to his native source. 
The yellow Tiber roll his rapid course. 
With impious ruin threatening Vesta's fane, ' 
And the great monuments of Numa's reign ; 

With grief apd rage while Ilia's bosom glows. 
Boastful, for her revenge, his waters rote: 
But now, th* uxorious river glides away. 
So Jove commands, smooth-winding to the sea. 

And yet, less numerous by their parents' crimes, 
Our sons shall hear, shall hear to latest times. 
Or Roman arms with civil gore embru'd. 
Which better had the Persian foe subdu'd. 

Among her guardian gods, what pitying power 
To raise her sinking state shall Rome implore ? 
Shall her own hallow'd virgins' earnest prayer 
Harmonious charm offended Vesta's ear? 

To whom shall Jove assign to purge away 
The guilty deed? Come then, bright god of day. 
But gracious veil thy shoulders beamy-bright, 
Qh t veil in clouds th' nnsufiferable light. 
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Or come, sweet queen of smiles, whUe.nwiul th«e 
rove. 
On wanton irinf, the powers of mirth and love; 
Or hither, Mars, thine aspect gracious bend. 
And powerful thj neglected race defend; 

Parent of Rome, amidst the rage of fight 
Sated with scenes of blood, tb^ fierce delight. 
Thou, whom the polish'd helm, the noise of arms. 
And the stern soldier's firown with transport warms. 

Or thou, fair Maia's winged son, appear. 
And human shape, in prime of manhood, wear ; 
Dedar'd the guardian of th'impeiial state. 
Divine avenger of great Caesar's fate : ^ 

Oh ! late return to heav'n, and maj thy r^ign 
With lengthened blessings fill thy wide domain; 
Nor let thy people's crimes provoke thy flight. 
On air swift^rising to the realms of light. 

Oreat prince and father of the state, recei%'e 
The noblest triumphs which tliy Rome can give ; 
Kor let the Parthian, with unpunished pride. 
Beyond his bounds, O Caesar, dare to ride. 
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ODE UL 



TO THE SHIP IN WHICH VIBOIL SAILED 
TO ATHENS.- 

SO may the CyprUa qoeen «iiviM 
And the twiiMtan with Mving lutie ihine- 

Somay the&therofthewiiid ' 

All othcav, but the western breeses, bind. 

As you, dear vessel, safe restore 
Th'entrasted pledge to th' Athenian shore. 

And of my soul the partner save. 
My much-loVd Viigil, from the raging wave. 

Or oak, or tnws, with triple fold. 
Around that daring mortal*s bosom roll'd, 

Vfho first to the wild ocean's n^e 
launched the frail bark, and heard the winds engage 

Tempestuous, when the South descends 
Precipitate, and with the North contends ; 

Nor fieai'd the stars portending rain. 
Nor the loud tyrant of the western main. 

Of power supreme the storm to raise. 
Or calmer smooth the surface of the seas. 

What various forms of death could fHght 
The man, who view*d with fix'd, unshaken sight, 

The floating monsters, waves inflam'd. 
And rocks for shipwrecked fleets ill>fam'd? 

Jove'lias the realms of earth in vain 
Divided by th' inhabitable main. 

If ships profane, with fiearless pride. 
Bound o'er th' inviolable tide. 

No laws, or human or divine. 
Can the presumptuous race of man confine. 

Thus, from the sun's ethereal beam 
When bold Promedieus stole th' enlivening flame. 

Of fevers dire a ghastly brood, 
TUl then uiduMwn, th' unhappy firaud pursu'd i 
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On earth their horrors baleful spread. 
And the pale monarch of the dead, 

Till then slow<moving to his prey, 
Predpitatelj rapid swept his traj. 

Thus did the ventoroos Cretan dare 
To tempt, vrith impious wings, the void of air; 

Through heU Alddes nrg'd his course: 
No work too high for man's audacious force. 

Onr felly would attempt the skies. 
And with gigantic boldness impious rise ; 

Nor Jove, provok'd by mortal pride. 
Can lay his angry thonderboltt aside. 
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ODE IV. 

TO sEsnus. 

FIERCE wiot«r imilts n TenuU gales, 
And grateful sepbyn fill the spreading saib; 

No nM>re the ploaghman loves his fire, 
Ko more the lowing herds their stalls desi^, ' 

While earth her richest verdore jields, 
Ifor hoary frosts now whiten o'er the fields. 

Vow joyoas through the verdant meads. 
Beneath the rising moon, fair Yenns leads 

Her Tariotts dance, and with her train 
Of Kjmphs and modest Graces shakes the plain. 

While Vulcan's glowing breath insfdres 
The toilsome forge, and blows op all its fires. 
^ Now crown'd with myrtle, or the flowers 
'Which the glad earth from her free bosom pours. 

We'll o£Fer, in the shady grove, 
Oi^ lamb, or kid, as Fan shall best approve. 

With equal pace impartial l^te 
Knocks at the palace as the cottage gat*; 

Nor should our sum of life extend 
Our growing hopes' beycmd their destin'd end. 

'When sunk to Pluto's shadowy coasts, 
Opprest with darkness and the feUed ghosts, ' 

No more the dice shall there assign 
To thee the jovial monardiy of wine. 

No more shall you the fur admire. 
The virgins' envy, and the youtii's derire. 
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ODE V. 
TOFY&RHA. 

* ^ Wlwt jonth, the ratj bower benoeth. 
Now cowtt thee to be kind? 
Pynrha, for whose mwery heart 
Do 700, thus drest vith cereless art. 
Tour yellow treasea Und ? 

How often shall th* anpraetis'd youth 
Of altered goda, end injured truth, 

Witbteafa,ala8l complain? 
How soon behold wiU) wondering eyet 
TheUadc'ning winds tempestnous rise. 

And scowl atong the main? 

While, by his easy foith betray*d. 
He now ei^joya thee, golden maid, 

Thns amiaUe end kind ; 
He fondly ho|iea that yon shall prove 
Thns ever vacant to hia love, 

JTor heeds the foithless wind. 

Unhappy they, to whom, nntried. 
Yon shine, alas! in beauty's pride; 

While I, now safo on abore, 
Will consecrate the ptetar'd storm. 
And all my grateful vows perform 

To Neptune's saving power. 
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TO AOmSPBA. 

VARIUS^ who soars on Homer's mng, 
Agrippa, shaU thy ooiMi««»tt iinf» 
Wbate*er, iaspir'd Uj bis command^ 
The soldier dar'd on sea or land* 

Bat ve nor tempt ^^ feeUe art 
Achilles' unreleBting heart. 
Nor sage Ulysses in onr li^ys 
Pntsves his waoderinga through the seas( 
Kor Qura in tragic strains to feell 
How Pelops' cmei o&pring fell. 

The Mase, ^ho naeath'wWfarHfce lyre^ 
Foihida roe boldly to aspire 
To chine or saered Cssar'a fame. 
And hurt with feeble song the theme. 

Who can describe the god of fig)»A 
In a^Jamantineannoar bright; > 
Or Merlon, on the Tro^wk shore 
With dnstr how glononsi cotet'd o'erj 
Or IHomed, by Pallas' aid, 
Ta warring gods an equal made? 

But whether loving» whether free. 
With all our usual levity^ 
Vnta«ght to sCrilte the.m&rtial string. 
Of feasts and vtrgUi 'fighta we alnts 
Of maids, who, when.bold lete assaUa, 
"Pierce in iheir anger-^pare thwr nads. 
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ODE VII. 
TO MimATITTS PLANCUS. 

LEX oUier poets in hurmonioits lays 
IminoRtal BJiodes or Mitylene praise, 
Or Ephesus, or Corinth's towery pride. 
Girt by the rolling main on either side ; 
Or Thebes, or Delplios, for their gods renowned. 
Or Tempo's plains with flowery honours crownM. 

There are, who sing in everlasting strains 
The towers where wisdom's virgin^oddess reigns. 
And ceaseless toilhig court the trite reward 
Of olive, plnclcM by every vulgar bard. 
For Judo's flune, th' unnumber'd tuneful throng 
With rich Mycenae grace their favourite song, 
And Argos boast, of pregnant glebe to feed 
Tlie warlike horse, and animate the breed: 
But me, nor patient Lacedsemon charms. 
Nor £ur Larissa with such transport warmst 
As pure Albunea's far-resounding source. 
And rapid Anio, headlong in his course. 
Or Tibur, fenc'd by groves from solar beams. 
And fruitful orchards bath'd by ductile streams. 
• • • •,• •.•• • • • •• 

The south win^ often, when the welkin lowers. 
Sweeps off ,tfie «louds, nor teems perpetual slwWersi 
So, Plancus, be the happy wisdom thine. 
To end the cares of iife in meilow'd wine^ 
Whether the camp with banners bright display'd. 
Or Tibur hold thee in its thick-wrought shade. 
When Teucer firom his sire and country fled. 
With poplar wreaths the hero crown'd his bead. 
Keeking with wine, and thus his friends address'd. 
Deep sorrow brooding in each anxious breast: 
Bold let us follow through the foamy tides, 
Where Fortune, better than a father, guides; 
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Avaont, despur ! when Teucer calls to tkme, 
The same your aagur, and year guide the same. 
Another Salamis, in foreign clhne. 
With rival pride shall raise her head sublime; 
So Pbod>ns nods: Ye sons of valour true, 
Full often tried in deed^ of deadlier hue* 
To-day with wine drive every care away. 
To-morrow tempt again the boundless sea. 
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ODE vin. 

TO LlTDIA. 

T>Y the gods, my Lydi», tell, 

-■-' All ! why, by loving him too well, 

Why you hasten. to destroy 
Toung Sybans, too am'rous boy? 
Why he hates .the sunny plain. 
While he can sun or dust sustain? 
• Why no more, with martial pride, 
"" Does he among his equals ride; 
Or the Gallic steed command 
With bitted curb and forming hand? 

More than viper's baleful blood 
Why does he fear the yellow flood? 

Why detest the wrestler's oil. 
While firm to bear the manly toil ? 

Where are now the livid scars 
Of sportive, nor inglorious, wars, 

When for Che quoit, with vigour thrown 
Beyond the mark, his fame was known ?. 

Tell us, why this fond disguise. 

In which like Thetis' son he lies. 

Ere unhappy Troy had shed 

, Her funecal sorrows for the dead. 

Lest a manly dress should fire 

' His soul to war and carnage dire. 
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ODE nc 

TO THALIARCHUS. 

BEHOLD Soracte*! airy height, 
See how it ttandt a heap of snow; 
Behold the winter's hoary weight 

Oppress the labouring woods below^ 
And, by the season's icy hand 
Congeal'd, the lasy rivers stand. 

^ow melt away ^tM winter's cold, 

And larger fnle tiie cheerful fire ; 
Bring down the vintage foor-year-old. 

Whose mdlow^d heat can mirth inspire; 
Then to the guardian powers divine 
Careless the rest of lifb resign : 

For, when the warring winds arise, 

And o*er the fervid ocean sweep. 
They speak— «nd lo ! the t«npest dies 

On die smooth bosom of the deep; 
tJnshaken stands the aged grove. 
And feels the providence of Jove. 

To^norrow with its cares despise. 
And make the pr^ent hour your own, 

Be swift to catch it as it flies. 
And score it up as clearly won ; 

Kor letyovr youth d|sdaia to prove 

The joys of dancing and of love. 

Now let the grateful evening^hade. 

Hie public walks, the public park. 
An asngnation sweetly made 

With gentle whispers in the dark: 
While age morose thy vigour spares, 

hy pleasures, these thy cares. 
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The laagh, that from the corner 0ies, 
The sportive fiur-ooe shall betray; 

Then boldly snatch the joyful priie; 
A ring or bracelet tear ayray. 

While she, not tod severely coy. 

Straggling shall yield the vilUng toy. 
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ODE X. 

HTMK TO MERCURY. 

T SINO the god, whose arts refi«'d 
-^ The stvage race of homao kiod, 
Bj eloquence thmr pessioos charm*d» 
By exerdse their bodies form'd : 
Hail, winged messenger of Jove 
And all th' immortal powers above. 
Sweet parent of the bending lyre. 
Thy praise shall all its sounds inspire. 

Artful and cunning to conceal 
Whatever in sportive theft you steal. 
When from the god who gilds the pole. 
Even yet fc boy, his herds you kt<^e. 
With angry voice the threatening power 
Bad thee the frandful prey restore ; 
But of his quiver too beguil'd, 
PleasM with the thea Apollo smU*d. 

You were the wealthy Priam's guide 
When safe from Agamemnon's pride, 
Through hostile camps, which round him spread 
Their watchful fires, his way he sped. 
Unspotted spirits you consign 
To blissful seats and joys divine. 
And powerful with your golden wand 
The light, unbodied crowd command: 
Thus grateful does your office jirote 
To gods below, and gods above. 
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ODE XI. 
TO LBUCOKOB. 



STRIVE not, Le«coiioe» to pry 
Into the secret wUl of fiite. 
Nor impioas mftgic vainly try. 
To kjiow our lives* uncertain datej 

Whether th* indnlgent power divine 
Hath many seasons yet in store, 

Or this the latest vrinter thine. 
Which brealis its waves against tht shore. 

Thy life vritii wiser arts be crown*d. 
Thy filter'd wines abundant pour ; 

The lengthen'd hope with prudence bevnd 
Proportidn'd to the tijix^ hour; 

Even while we talk in careless ease. 

Our envious minutes wing tiieir flight; 
Then swift the fleeting pleasure seise, 
' Nor trust t04Borrow*s doubtful light. 
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ODE XII. 

HYMN TO JOVE. 

nTHAT vaxa, what hero, on the tunefnl Iyre» 
^ Or sbarp-ton'd flale» viU Clio choose to raise 
Deathless to fome? What god? "whose hallow'd name 

The sportive image of the voice 
Shall in the shades of Helicon repeat. 
On Findns, or on Hamns, ever cool. 
From whence the forests in confusion rose 

To follow Orpheos and his song; 
He, by his mother'a art, with soft delay 
Conld stop the river's rapid lapse, or check 
The winged winds ; with strings of concord sweet 

Powerful the listening oaks to lead. 
Claims not th' eternal Sire hie wonted praise? 
Awful who reigns o'er gods and men suprwine, 
Who sea and eartb^-this universal globe 

With grateful change of seasons guides ; 
From whom no being of superior power, 
Nothing of equal, second glory, springs^ 
Yet first of all his progeny divine 

Inunortal honours Pallas claims : 
God of the vine, in deeds of valour bold. 
Fair virgin-huntress of the savage race. 
And Phoebus, dreadful with unerring dart, 

Nor will I not your praise proclaim. 
Alddes' labours, and fair Leda's twins, 
Fam*d for the rapid race, for wrestling fam'd. 
Shall grace my song ; soon as whose star benign 

Through *Xhe fierce tempest shines serene, 
Swift from the rocks down foams the broken surge. 
Calm are the winds, the driving clouds disperse. 
And all the threatening waves, so will the gods. 

Smooth sink upon the peaceful deep. 
Here stops the song, doubtful whom next to praise. 
Or EomuliM, or Mnna*s peaceful reign, 
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The haughty ensigns of a Tarqain's throne. 

Or Csto, glorious in hb faU. 
Oratefol in higher tone the Muse shall sing 
The fate of Regains, the Scaurian race. 
And Panlus, 'midst the waste of Cannae's field* 

How greatly prodigal of life ! 
Forra'd By the band of penury severe. 
In dwellings suited to their small demesne, 
Fabricius, Curius, and Ccunillus rose ; 

To deeds of martial glory rose. 
Marcellus, like a youthful tree, of growth 
Insensible, high shoots his spreading fame. 
And like the moon, the' feebler fires among, 

Conspicuous shines the Julian star. 
Satumian Jove, parent and guardian god 
Of human race, to thee tJie fates assign 
Tlie care of Caesar's reign; to thine alone 

Inferior let his empire rise ; 
Whether the Parthian's formidable powers. 
Or farthest India's oriental sons. 
With suppliant pride beneath his triumph fall. 

Wide o'er a willing world shall he 
Contented reign, and to thy throne shall bend 
Submissive. Thou in thy tremendous car 
Shalt shake Olympus' head, and at our groves 

Polluted, hurl thy dreadful bolts. 
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ODE XIII. 
TO LYDIA. 

AH ! when on Telephns his charms. 
When on his rosj neek and waxen arms, 

Lydta with ceaseless raptnre dwells. 
With jealoos spleen my glowing bosom swells, 

My reason in confusion flies. 
And on my cheek th* uncertain colour dies, 

While the down-stealing tear betrays 
The lingeriiig flame, that on my vitals preys* 

1 bum, when in excess of wine. 
Brutal, he soils those snowy arms of thine, 

Or on thy lips the fierce-fond boy 
Impresses with his teeth the furious joy. 

If yet my voice can reach your ear, 
Hope not to find him constant and sincere. 

Cruel who hurts the fragrant kiss. 
Which Venus bathes with quintessence of bliss. 

Thrice happy they, whom love unites 
In equal rapture, and sincere delights. 

Unbroken by complaints or strife. 

Even to the latest bonrt of life. 
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ODE XIV. 
TO THE REPUBLIC. 

UNHAPPY veM«l ! shall tlwwaYM again 
ToflittltiUMn beur thee to th& finthless main? 
What would thy madness, thus with itorms to sport? 
Cast firm ytmr anchor in the friendly port. 
Behold thy naked decks ; the wounded mast 
And sail^yards groan beneath the southern blast, 
Nor without rope^ thy keel can longer brave 
The rusMng fury of th' imperious wave: 
Tom are thy sails, thy guardian gods are lost. 
Whom yon might call in future tempests tost. 
What though majestic in your pride you stood 
A noble daughter of the Pontic wood. 
You now may vainly boast an empty name, 
Qr birth conspicuous in the rolls of fame. 
The mariner, when storms aroubd him rise, 
Ko longer on a painted stern rdies. 
Ah ! yet take heed, lest these new tempests sweep 
In sportive rage thy glories to the deep. 
Thou late my deep anxiety and fear. 
And now my fond desire and tender care. 
Ah! yet take heed, avoid those faUl seaa 
That roll among the shining Cyclades. 
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ODE XV. 

THE PEOFHECT OF NBREUS. 

TIITHEK the perfidtont shepbwd Ixnre 
^W The Spartan dame to Asia's shore, 
Nereos the rapid winds oppressM, 
And cidaaM th'em to unwiUing rest. 
That he might singithe dreadful fato 
Which should their guiltj loves await. 

Fatal to Priam's ancient swaj 
Tou bear th*iU-omen'd fair away; 
For soon shall Greece in arms arise. 
Deep-sworn to break tby nuptial ties. 
What toils do men and horse sustidn! 
What carnage loads the Dardan plain ! 
Pallas prepares the bounding car> 
The shield and helm and n^ of war. 

lliough proud of Venus' guardian care, 
In vain you comb your flowing hair ; 
In vain yon sweep th' unwarlike string, 
And tender airs to females sing ;> 
For though the dart may harmless prove 
(The dart that frights the bed of love); 
Though yon escape the noise of fight, 
Kor Ajaz can o'ertake thy flight; 
Yet shalt thou, infamous of lost^ 
Soil those adulterous hairs in dust. 

Look back and see, with furious pace. 
That ruin of the Trojan race, 
Ulysses drives, and sage in years 
Fam'd Nestor, hoary chief, appears. 
Intrepid Teucer sweeps the field, 
And Sthenelus, in battle skilled; 
Or skill'd to ^ide with steady rein. 
And pour his chariot o*er the plain. 
Undaunted Merion shalt thou foel; 
While Diomed with fnrioos steel. 
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In arms superior to his sire^ 
Burns after thee with martial fire. 
As when a stag at distance spies 

, A prowling wolf, aghast he flies 
Of pasture heedless; so shall jon, 
High^tantiog, fly when thej porsne. 

' Hot such the promises you made. 
Which Helen's easy heart betray'd. 
Achilles' fleet wiUi short delay 
Vengeful protracts the fatal day ; 
But when ten rolling years expire, 
Thy Troy shall blaie in Grecian^* 



Digitized by Google 



ODES/BOOK I. 25 



ODE XVL 



^ TOTYNDARIS., • 

'"\AUGHTER, whose loveliness the bosom 
-^ More than thy lovely mother's riper charms, 
'ive to my bold lampoons what fiftte you please, 
aO wasting flames condemn'd, or angry seas. 

Bat yet remember, nor the god of wine. 
Nor Pythian Phoebos from his inmost shrine, 
Kor Dindymene, nor her priests possest. 
Can with their sounding cymbals shake .the breast 

like forioos anger in its -gloomy vein, 
^hich neither tempered sword, nor raging main, 
'^or fire wide-wasting, nor tremendous Jove 
•Rushing in baleful thunders from above. 

Can tame to fear. Thus sings the poet*s lay— 
I*rometheus to inform his nobler clay 
Their various passions chose from ev*ry beast^ 
An'd with the lion's rage insptr'd the human breast. 

From anger all the tragic horrors rose. 
That crush'd Thyestes with a weight of woes ; 
From hence proud cities date their utter UWt, 
^^en, insolent in ruin, o'er their walls 
• The wrathful soldier drags the hostile plough. 
That haughty mark of total overthrow. 
He too in youth the heat of anger fir'd. 
And with the rapid rage of rhime insptr'd; - 

But nqw, repentant, shall the Muse again 
To softer numbers tune her melting strain, 
So thou recall thy threats, thy wrath controul, 
^^ume thy love, and give me back my 89ttl. 
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ODE xvn. 

TO TTNDAItI& 

PAN from Arcadia's bills descends 
Tq Tisit oft iny Sabine seat. 
And here mj tender goats defends 
Fk-om rain J winds, and saaner*s fiery heal ; 

Tbr when ike vales, wide^preadiag fonnd. 
The sloping hills» and polish'd rodu 

\l^th his hannonioua, pipe resound. 
In fearleu safety graae my wandering ilodcs ; 

In safety, through the woody brake, 
The latent shrubs and thyme explore. 

Nor longer dread the speckled snal^e. 
And tremble at the martial wolf no more. 

Tbeir poet to the gods is dear. 

They love his piety and muse. 
And all our rural honours here 

Their flow*ry wealth around thee shall diflFuse. 

Here shall yon tunc Anacreon*s lyre. 
Beneath a shady mountMn*s brow, 

To sing frail Circe's guilty fire. 
And chaste Penelope's unbroken vow. 

Far from the burning dog-star's rage 
Here shall you (piaff our htrmless wine; 

Nor here shall Ifws intemperate wage 
Rude war with him who roles the jovial vine : 

Nor Cyrus* bold suspicions fear: 

Not on thy softness shall he lay 
His desperate hand, thy clothes to tear. 

Or brutal snatch tliy festal crown away. 
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ODE xvin. 

TO VARUS. 

'pOTJin) Catilus* wulU, or in TibvT*« rich soil, 
-**• To plant the glad vine be my Varus* finttoil; 
Por God bath propos'd to the wretch wbo*s athirst. 
To drink, or with heart-gnawing cares to be curst. 
Of war, or of want, who e'er prates tftr ^is wine? 
For 'tis thine, father Bacchus; bright Venus, 'tXh 

thine. 
To charm all his cares. Tet that no >one may pass 
The freedom and mirth of a temperate glass, 
Let us think on the Lapithae's quarrels so dire. 
And theThracians, whom wine can to madness inspire : 
Insatiate of liquor when glow their full veins, 
iNo distinction of vice pr of virtue remains. 

Oreat god of the vine, who dost candour approve, 
I ne'er will thy statues profanely remove; 
I ne'er will thy rites, so mysterious, betray 
To the broad-glaring eye of the tale-telling day. 
Oh ! stop the loud cymbal, the comet's alarms. 
Whose sound, when the Bacchanal's bosom it warms. 
Arouses self-love, by blindness misled. 
And vanity, lifting aloft the light head, 
And honour, of prodigal spirit, that shows, 
Transparent as. glass, all the secrets it knows. 
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ODE XIX. 

ON OLTCERA. 

X7ENUS, who gave the Cupidt birth, 
, ^ And the resistless « od ef wine. 
With the gay power of wanton mirth. 
Now bid my heart its peace resign ; 
Again/or Glycera I bnrn. 
And all my long-forgotten flames return. 

Like Parian marble pure and bright, 
Tlie shining maid my bosom warms; 

Her face, too dazzling for the sight. 
Her sweet coquetting^how it charms ! 

Whole Venus rushing through my veins. 
No longer in her favourite Cyprus reigns j 

No longer suffers me to write 
Of Scythians, fierce in martial deed. 

Or Parthian, urging in his flight 
The battle with reverted steed : 

Such themes she will no more approve. 
Nor aught that sounds impertinent to love. 

Here let the living altar rise 
Adom'd with every -herb and flower; 

Here flame the incense to the skies. 
And purest wine*s libation pour; 

Due honours to the goddess paid. 
Soft sinks to willing love the yielding maid. 
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ODE XX. 

TO MJECENA8. 



A POETs iMverage, vile and cheap 
-^ (Should great Maecenas be my guest). 
Crude vintage of the Sabine grape, 
But yet in sober cops, shall crown the feast: 

'Twas rack*d into a Grecian cask. 

Its rougher juice to melt away : 
I seal'd it too— a pleasing task! 

With annual joy to mark the glorious day, 

When in applausive shouts thy name 

Spread from the theatre around, 
Floating on diy own Tiber's stream, 

And Echo, playful nymph, return'd the sound. 

From the C^cnbian vintage prest 

For you shall flow the racy wine; 
But ah ! my meagre cup*s unblest 

With the rich Formian or Falernian vioe. 



[For the TWENTY-FIRST ODE,scc " The Seatlnr 
Poem '•] 



Digitized by Google 



\ 

30 * THE WORKS OF HORACE. 



ODE XXII. 

^ TO ARISTIUS F\J8CU8. 

nriHE man who knows not gniltj fear 
•^ Nor witnts the bow nor ^inted spear; 
Kor needs, while innocent pf heart. 
The qniver teeming with the poisonM dart. 

Whether through libya's bnmlng sands 
His journey lends, or Scythia*s lands, 
Inhospitable waste of snows, 
Or where thefWbulous Hydaspes flows: 

For musinK on my lovely maid 
While careless in the woods I stray'd, 
A wolf— how dreadful ! cross'd my way, 
Tet fled— he fled from his defenceless prey: 

No beast of such portentous sine 
In warlike Daunia's forests lies. 
Nor such the tawny lion reigns 
Fierce on bis native Afrlc's thirsty plains. 

Place me, where never summer breese 
Unbinds the glebe, or warms the trees ; 
Where ever-lowering cloads appear. 
And angry Jove deforms th' inclement year : 

Place me beneath the bumtnf ray. 
Where rolls the rapid car of days 
Love and the nymph shall charm my toils. 
The njmph who sweetly speaka and awaetl j toailes. 
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ODE XXIII. 
TO CHLOE. 

CHLOE flies me like a fawn, 
Which through some seqoester'd iiwn 
Panting seeks the mother>deer, 
Hot -withoot a panic fear 
Of the genUy-hreathing breeie, 
And the motion of the trees. 
If the curling leaves but shake. 
If a lisard stir the brake, 
FHghted it begins to freeie. 
Trembling both at heart and knees. 
Bat not like a Uger dire. 
Nor a lion fraught with ire, 
I pursue my lovely game 
To destroy her tender frame. 
Haste thee, leave tliy mother't arms ; 
Ripe for love are all thy charms. 
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ODE XXIV. 
TO VIRCtlL. 



TiyHEREFORE restrain the tender tearP 
^^ Why blush to weep for one so dear ? 
Sweet Muse, of melting voice and lyre. 
Do thou the n^urnful song inspire. 
Qointilins— .— sunk to endless rest. 
With death's eternal sleep opprest! 
Oh ! when shall Faith, of soul sincere. 
Of Justice pure the sister fair. 
And Modesty, unspotted maid, 
And Truth in artless guise arrayM,. 
Among tlie race of human kind 
An equal to Qui ntilius find? ^ 

How did the good, the virtl^s mourn. 
And pour their sorrows o'er his urnt 
But, Virgil, thine the loudest strain. 
Yet all tl)y pious grief is vain : 
In vain do you tliegods implore 
Thy lovM Qnintilitts to restore. 
Whom on far other terms they gave, 
By nature fated to the grave. 

What though you can the lyre command, 
And sweep its tones with softer hand 
Than Orpheus, whose harmonious son$[ 
Once drew the listening trees along, 
Yet ne'er returns the vital heat 
The shadowy form- to animate ; 
For when the ghost-compelling god 
Forms his black troops with horrid rod, . 
He will not, lenient to the breath 
Of prayer, unbar the gates of death. 
Tis hard : but.patience must endure. 
And sooth the woes it cannot cure. 
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ODE XXV. 
TO LYDIA. 

THE wanton h^rd of rakes profSest 
Thy windows rarel j now molest 
With midnight raps, or break thy rest 
With riot. 
The door, that kindly once could moVe 
The pliant hinge, begins to love 
Its threshold, and no more shall prove * 

Uiiqaiet. 

Kow less and less assail thine ear 

These plaints, *< Ah, sleepest thou, my dear, 

" While I whole night», thy true-love, here 

" Am dying?" 
Ton in your turn shall weep the taunts 
Of young and insolent gallants. 
In some dark alley's midnight haunts 

Late plying: 

While raging tempests chill the skies. 
And burning lust (such lust as tries 
The madding dams of horses) fries 

Thy liver; 
Our youth, regardless of thy frown. 
Their heads with fresher wreaths shall crown. 
And fling thy withered garlands down 

The river. 
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ODE XXVI. 

TO HIS MUSE. 

TX^HILE ID the Mos«*s Mendship Uest, 
^^ Nor fear nor grief tliall break my rest; 
Bear them, ye vagraDt vind*, away. 
And drown them in*the Cretan sea. 

Carelets am 1, or -who shall reign 
The tyrant of the Scythian plain. 
Or with what arndous fear opprest 
Heaves Hiidates' pcCnting Iraeast. 

Sweet Mnse, who Iov*st the virgin spring. 
Hither thy sunny flow'reta bring. 
And let thy richest chaplet shed 
Its fragrance lonnd my Lamia's head; 
For nought avails the' poet's praise, 
Unless the Muse inspire his lays. 

Oh ! string the Leriiian lyre •gtm. 
Let all thy sisters raise the strain. 
And consecrate to deathless fame 
My lov'd, my Lamia's hononr'd name. 
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ODE XXVII. 

TO HIS COMPANIONS. 

TX/TTH flasse* made for gay delight 
^ ^ Tis niracian, savage nig«) to fight. 
With such iotemperate, bloody fray 
Fright not the modest god away. 

Monstroas ! to see the dagger shine 
Amidst the midnight joys of wine. 
Here bid this impious clamour cease, 
And press the soeial couch in peace. ' 

Say, shall I drink this heady wine, 
Press'd from the rough Falemian vine i 
Instant, let yonder youth impart 
The tender story of his heart. 
By what dear wound he blissful dies. 
And whence the gentle arrow flies. 

What ! does the bashful boy deny ? 
Then, if I dnnk it let me die. 
Whoe'er she be, a generous Rame 
Can never khow the blush of shame. 
Thy breast no slave-bom Venus fires. 
But fiur, ingenuous love inspires. 
Then safely whisper in my ear. 
For all snchtmsts are sacred here. 

Ah ! worthy of a better flame ! 
Unhappy youth! is she Vne dame? 
Unhappy youth! how art thou lost. 
In what a sea of troubles tost! y 

What drugs, what witchcraft, or what charms. 
What fod, can free thee from her arms? 
Scarce Pegasus can disengage 
Thj heart from this Chimsra's imge« 
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ODE XXVIII. 

A MARINER AND THE GHOST OF 
ARCHYTAS. 

Marintr. 
A RCHTTAS, what avails tbj nice sunrey 
•^ Of ocean's countless sands, of earth and sea ? 
In vain thy nighty spirit once could soar 
To orbs, celestial, and their course explore; 
If here, upon the tempestrbeaten strand, 
You lie confin'd, till some-aiare liberal band 
Shall strow the pious dust in funeral rite. 
And wing thee to the boundless realms of light. 
Ghost. 

Even he, who did with gods the banquet share, 
^ Titlionus, rais'd to breathe celestial air. 
And Minos, Jove's own coiSnsellor of state, 
All these have yielded to the power of fate. 
Mariner, 

Even your own sage, whose oionumeiital shield. 
Borne through the terrors of the Trojan field, 
Prov'd that alone the mouldering body dies, 
And souls immortal from our ashes rise. 
Even he a second time resign'd his breath. 
Sent headlong to the gloomy realms of-death : 

Ghost. 
Not meanly skiU'd, even by your own applause, 
In moral truth, and nature's secret laws. 

One endless night for all mankind remains. 
And once we all must tread the shadowy plains. 
In horrid pomp of war the soldier dies j 
The sailor in the greedy ocean lies ; 
Thus age and youth promiscuous crowd the tomb: 
No mortal head can shun th' impending doom. 

When sets Orion's star, the winds, that sweep 
The raging waves, Q'erwbelm'd a* in the deep: 
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tfoT thoa, mj friend, refuse with impious band 
A little portion of this wandering sand 
To these mj poor remains ; so may the storntf 
Sage o*er the woods, nor ocean's face deform: 
May gracious Jove with wealth thy toils repiiy. 
And Keptune guard thee through the watery way ! 
Thy guiltless race this bold neglect shall mourn, 
And thou shalt feel the just returns of scorn. 
My corses shall pursue the guilty deed, 
And aH in vain thy richest-victims bleed. 
Whatever thy haste, oh ! let my prayer prevail, 
Tlirice ttrow the sand, then hoist tlie flying sail. 
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ODE XXIX. 
TO ICCiUS. 

ICCICJ3, the blest ArabU's gold 
Can you with envious eye behold! 
Or will you boldly take the field. 
And teach Sabaea^s kings to yield, 
Or meditate the dreadful Mede 
In chains triumphantly to lead ? 

Should you her hapless lover slay, 
What captive maid shall own thy sway ? 
What courtly youth with essenc'd hair 
Shall at thy board the goblet bear. 
Skilful witli l^s great father's art 
To wing with death the pointed dart? 

Who shall deny that streams ascend. 
And Tiber's currents backward bend. 
When you have all our hopes betray'd ; 
You, that far other promise made ; 
When all your volumes, learned store! 
The treasures of Socratic lore. 
Once bought at mighty tprice, in vain. 
Are seat to purchase arftis in Spain ? 
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ODE XXX. 
TO VBWUS. 

QUEEN of beautf . queen of MDiles, 
Leave, oh ! leave thy favourite islet: 
A temple rises to thy fune. 
Where Glycera invokes thy nane. 
And bids the fragrant incense HamoA 

With thee bring thy leve-varoi son. 
The Graces bring with flowing aone. 
The Nymphs, and jocund Mercury. 
And sprightly Youth, who without thee 
Is nouf^t but savage liberty. 
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ODE XXXI. 

TO APOLLO. 

' ll/'HEN at Apollo's hallowM shrine 
^^ The poet hails the power diyine. 
And here his first libations pours. 
What is the blessing he implores ? 

He nor desires the swelling grain. 
That yellows o'er Sardinia's plun; 
Nor the fair herds, that lowing fe«d 
On warm Calabria's flowery mead; 
Nor ivory, of spotless shine; 
Nor gold, forth-flaming from its mine; 
Kor the rich fields that liru laves. 
And eats away with silent waves. 

Let others quaff the racy wine 
To whom kind Fortune gives the vine; 
The golden goblet let him drain. 
Who vent'rous ploughs tli' Atlantic main, 
Blest with three safe returns a-year, 
For he to every god is dear. 

To me. boon Nature Arankly yields 
Her wholesome sallad (torn the fields ; 
Nor ask I more, than sense and health 
Still to enjoy my present wealth. 
From age and all its weakness free, 
O son of Jove, preserv'd by thee, 
Give me to strike the tuneful lyre. 
And thou my latest song inspire. 



Digitized by Google 



ODES, BOOK I. 41 

ODE XXXII. 
TO HIS LYRE. 

TF with thee beneath the shade 

•■- Many an idle air I pla^d. 

Now the Latian song, my lyre. 
With some immortal strain inspire. 

Such as once Aicsus sung, 
Who, fierce in war, thy music strung. 

When he heard the battle roar. 
Or moor'd his sea-tost vessel on the shore. 

Wine and the Muses were his theme. 
And Venus, laughter-loving dame. 

With Cupid ever by her side. 
And Lycus, form'd in beauty's pride. 

With his hair of jetty dye. 
And the black lustre of his eye. 

Charming shell, Apollo's love. 
How grateful to the feasts of Jove ! 

Hear thy poet's solemn prayer,. 
Thou soft'oer of each anxious care^ 
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ODE XXXllI. 

TO ALBIU8 TIBULLUS. 

lyrO more in elegiac strsia 
-*-^ Of cruel Olyoera complain, 
Though she resign her faithless charms 
To a new lover's jounger arms. 
The maid» for lovelj forehead 'fam'd, 
With Cyrus' beauties is enSam'd ; 
While Pholoe».of haughty charms, 
The panting breast of Cyrus warms: 
But woWes and goats shall sooner prove 
The pleasures of forbidden love. 
Than she her virgin honour stain. 
And not the filthy rake disdain. 

8d Venus wills, whose power controuls 
The fond affSsctions of our souls; 
Wi^h sportive cruelty she binds 
Unequal forms, unequal minds. 
Thus, when a better Venus strove 
To warm my youthful breast to love, 
Yet could a slave-bom maid detain 
My willing heart in pleasing chain. 
Though fiercer she than waves that roar 
Winding the rough Calabrian shor*. 
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ODE xxxnr. 



AFUGITTVE from heaven and prayer^ 
I mock'd at all religions fear, 
Beep scienc'd in the maay lore 
Of mad philosophy ; but now 
Hoist sail, and back my Toyage plough 
To that blest harbour, which I left before. 

For lo ! that awfiil heavenly Sire, 

Who freqneot cleaves tlie clouds with fire, 

Parent of day, immortal Jove, 
Late throufth the floating fields of air. 
The face of heaven serene and fair. 
His thundering steeds and %ringed chariot drove ; 

When, at the bursting of his flames. 

The ponderous earth, and vagrant streams. 

Infernal Styx, the dire abode 
Of hateful Tsnarus profound. 
And Atlas to his utmost bound. 
Trembled beneath the terrors of the god. ~ 

The hand of Jove can crush the proud 
Down to the meanest of the crowd. 
And raise the lowest in his stead; 
But rapid Fortune pulls him down. 
And snatches his imperial crown. 
To place, not fix it, on another's head. 
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ODE XXXV. 

TO FORTUNE. 

GODDESS, whom Antium, beauteous towD.ob^, 
Whose various will with instant power can raise 
Frail mortals from the depths of low despair. 
Or change proud triumphs to the funeral tear: 

Thee the poor farmer, who with ceaseless pain 
Labours the glebe ; thee, mistress of the maiA, 
The sailor, who wiUi fearless spirit dares 
The rising tempest, courts with anxious prayers : 

Thee the rough Dacian, thee the vagrant band 
Of field-bom Scythians, Latium's warlike land. 
Cities and nations, mother-queens revere, 
And purple tyranny beholds with fear. 

Kor in thy rage with foot destructive spurn 
Tliis standing pillar, and its strength o'ertum ; 
Nor let the nations rise in bold uproar. 
And civil war, to break th' imperial power. 

With solemn pace and firm, in awful state 
Before thee stalks ineaorable Fate, 
And grasps empaling nails, and wedges dread. 
The hook tormentous, and the melted lead : 

Thee Hope and Honour, now, alas, how rare! 
With white enfob'd, attend with duteous care. 
When ft-om the palace of the Great you fly 
In angry mood, and garb of misery. 

Not such the crowd of light companions prove« 
Nor the false mistress of a wanton love. 
Faithless who wait the lowest dregs to drain. 
Nor friendship's equal yoke with strength sustain. 
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^Propittous guard oar Caesar, who explores 
His vent'rons way to farthest Britain's shores ; 
01** new-rais'd troops be thy peculiar care. 
Who dreadful to the Bast our banners bear. 

Alas! the shameless scars! the guilty deeds. 
When by a brother's hand a brother bleeds! 
What crimes hare we, an iron age, not dar'd ? 
In terror of the gods what alUr spar'd? 

Oh ! that our swords with civil gore distain*d. 
And in the sight of gods and.men profan'd— 
Sharpen again, dread queen, the blunted steel. 
And let our foes the pointed vengeance feel. 
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ODE XXXVI. 

TX^tTH incense heap the sacred fire. 

And bolder strike the willing lyre. 
Now let the heifer*a votive blood 
Pour to the gods it* purple flood ; 
Those guardian gods, from furthest Spain, 
Who send our l^umida again. 

A thousand kisses dbw heaves, 
.A thousand kisses he receives. 
But Lamia most his friendship proves. 
Lamia -with tenderness he loves. 
At school their youthful love began. 
Whence they together rose to man.^ 

With happiest marks the day shall shine. 
Nor want th' abundant joy of wine; 
Like Salian priests the dance we'll lead. 
And many a mazy measure tread. 
Now let theThracian goblet foam. 
Nor in the breathless draught o'ercome 
Shall Bassus yield his boasted name 
To Damalis of tippling fame. 

Here let the rose and lily shed 
Their short-liv'd bloom; let parsley sprend 
Its living verdure o'er the feast. 
And crown with mingled sweets the guest. 
On Damalis each amorous boy 
Shall gase with eyes that flow with joy, 
While she^ as curls the ivy-plant, 
Shall twine luxuriant round her new gallant. 
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ODE XXXVII. 

TO HIS COMPANIONS. 

NOW let the bowl with wine be crowa'd, 
Now lighter danos the masj round. 
And let the sacred eouch be stor'd 
With the rich dainties of a priestly board. 

Sooner to draw the mellow'd wine, 
Prest from the rich Caecubian vine, 
Were impious mirth, while yet elate 
The queen breath'd ruin to the Roman state. 

Surrounded by a tainted train. 
Wretches enervate and obscene. 
She rav*d of empire — nothing less — 
Vast in her hopes, and giddy with success. 

But, hardly rescn'd from the flames. 
One lonely ship her fury tames ; 
While Cssar with impelling oar 
Fnrsu'd her flying from the Latian shore: 

Her, with Egyptian wine inspired. 
With the fall draught to madness fir'd, 
Augustus sober'd into tears. 
And tnm'd her visions into real fears. 

As darting sudden from above 
The hawk attacks a tender dove ; 
Or sweeping huntsman drives the hare 
0*er wide JEmonia's icy deserts drear; 

S>o Caesar through the billows press'd 
To lead in chains .the fatal pest: 
But she a nobler fate explored. 
Nor woman-like beheld the deatbful sword, 
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Kor with her navy fled dismayd, 
•In distant realms to seek for aid, 
But saw unmoved her state destroyed. 
Her palace desolate, a lonely void ; 

With fearless hand she dar'd to grasp 
The writhings of the wrathful asp» 
And suck the poison through her veins, 
Reaolv'd on deith, and fiercer from its pains: 

Then scorning to be led the boast 
Of mighty Caesar's naval host,j 
And ann*d with more thui mortal spleen, 
Defrauds a triumph, and expires a queen. 
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ODE XXXVIII. 
TO HIS SLAVE. 

I TELL tbee, boy, that I detest 
The grmndeur of a Peraiaik feast, 
HfoT for me the linden's rind 
Shall the flowery chiclet Und : 
Then search not where the cnrions rose 
Beyond his season loitering grows. 
Bat beneath the mantling vine 
While I quaff the flowing wine, 
Tlie myrtle's wreath shall crown our brows, 
While yoo shall wait, and I carouse. 
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BOOK II. 

ODE I. 
TO ASINIUS POLLIO. 

OPOLLIO, tbou the great defence 
Of sad> impleaded innocence. 
On whom, to weigh the grand debate. 
In deep consult the fathers wait; 
For whom the triumphs o'er Dalmatia spread 
Unfading honours round thy laurel'd head, 

Of warm commotions, wrathful jars, 

The growing seeds of civil wars ; 

Of double Fortune's cruel games. 

The specious means, the private aims. 
And fatal friendships of the guilty great, 
Alas! how fatal to the Roman state! 

Of mighty legions late subdu'd. 

And arms with Ijatiau blood imbm'd. 

Yet nnaton'd (a labour vast ! 

Doubtful the dye, and dire the cast!) 
Ton treat adventurous, and incautious tread 
On fires with faithless emb^s overspread : 

Retard awhile thy glowing vein, 
"Sor swell the solemn, triple scene; 
And when thy. sage, historic cares 
Have form*d the train of Rome's affairs. 
With lofty rapture re-inflam'd, infuse 
Heroic thoughts, and wake the buskin'd Muse: 
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Hark ! the shrill clarion's voice I hear. 
Its threatening murmurs pierce mine ear; 
And in thy lines, with brazen breath. 
The trumpet sounds the charge of death ; 
While the strong splendors of the sword aifnghfc 
The flying steed, and mar the rider's sight! 

Panting with terror,! survey 

The martial host ih dread array, 

The chiefs, how valiant and how just t 

Befird with not inglorious dust. 
And all the world in chains, but Cato see 
Of spirit unsubdu'd, and dying to be free. 

Imperial Jimo, fraught with ire. 

And all the partial gods of Tyre, 

Who, feeUe to revenge her cries. 

Retreated to their native skies. 
Have in the victor's bleeding race repaid 
Jugurtha's ruin, and appeas'd his shade. 

What plain, by mortals travers'd o'er. 
Is not enrich'd with Roman gore ? 
Unnumber'd sepulchres record 
The deathful haryest of the sword. 
And proud He^peria, rushing into thrall, 
WhUc distant Parthia heard the cumbrous faU. 

What gulph, what rapid river flows 
Unconscious of our wasteful woes? 
What rolling sea's unfathom'd tide 
Have not the Daunian slaughters dy'd? 
What coast, encircled by the briny flood, 
BoMts not the shameful tribute of our bloods 

But thou, my Muse, to whom belong 
The sportive jest and jocund song. 
Beyond thy province cease to stray, 
Hor vain revive the plaintive Uy: 
Seek humbler measures, indolently laid 
With mc beneath some love-sequester'd shade. 
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ODE II. 

TO CRISPUS SALLUSTIUS. 

OOLD irath no lustre of its own, 
^-^ It shines by temperate use alone, 
And when in earth it hoarded lies. 
My Sallnst can the mass despise. 

With never-failing wing shall Fame 
To latest ages bear the name 
Of Froculeius, who could prove 
A fether, in a brother's love. 
By virtue's precepts to controul 
The furious passions of the soul 
Is over wider realms to reign, 
Vnenvied monarch, than if Spain 
You could to distant Lybia join. 
And both the Carthages were thine. '^ 

The Dropsy, by indulgence nnrs'd, 
Pursues us with increasing thirst. 
Till art expels the cause, and drains 
The watery langoar from our veins. 
But Virtue can the crowd nnteach 
Their felse, mistaken forms of speech; 
Virtue, to crowds a foe profest, 
Disdaios to number with the blest 
Phraates, by his slaves ador'd, 
And to the Parthian crown nestor'd. 
And gives the diadem, the throne, 
And laurel wreath, to him alone 
Who can a treasur'd mass of gold 
With firm, ondasried eye behold. 
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ODE ni.' 

TO DELLIUS. 

IN adverse hours an equal mind maintain. 
Nor let your spirit rise too high, 
Though Fortune kindly change the scene- 
Remember, Dellius, you were born to die. 

Whether your life in torrows pass, 

And sadly joyless glide away ; 
Whether, reclining on the grass, 

Tou bless with choicer wine the festal day, 

Where the pale poplar and the pine 

Expel the sun's intemperate beam. 
In hospitable shades their branches twine. 

And winds with toil, tliough swift, the tremulous 
stream. 

Here pour your wines, your odours shed. 
Being forth the rose's short-liv'd flower. 

While Fate yet spins thy mortal thread, 
While youth and fortune give th* indulgent hour. 

Your purchas'd woods, your house of state. 

Your villa, wash'd by Tiber's wave. 
You must, my Dellius, yield to Fate, 

^nd to your heir these high-pil'd treasures leave. 

Whether you boast a monarch's birth. 
While wealth unbounded round you flows. 

Or poor, and sprung from vulgar earth. 
No pity for his victim Pluto knows. 

Wo all must tread the paths of Fate; 

And tfver shakes the mortal urn. 
Whose lot embarks us, soon or late. 

On Charon's boat, ah ! never to return* 
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ODETIV. 
TO 3CANXHIA& PHOCEUS. 

LET not my Phoceus think it shame 
' For a fair slave to own bis flame ; 
A slave could stem Achilles move. 
And bend his haughty soul to love: 
Ajax, invincible in arms, 
Was captiv'd by his captive's charms : 

Atrides 'midst his triumphs mourn'd, 
And for a ravbh'd virgin burn'd. 
What time the fierce barbarian bands 
Fell by Pelides' conquering hands. 
And Troy (her Hector swept away) 
Became to Greece an easier prey. 

Who knows, when Phyllis is your bride, 
To what fine folk you'll be allied ? 
Her parents dear, of gentle race, 
Shall not their son-in-law disgrace. 
She sprang from kings, or nothing less. 
And weeps t;he family's distress. 

Think not that such a charming she 
Can of the wretched vulgar be, 
A maid, so faithful and so true 
To love; to honour, and to you ! 
Her dear mamma, right-virtuous dame» 
Could ne'er have known the blush of shame. 

While thus with innocence 1 praise* 
Let me no jealous transports raise. 
Heart-whole and sound I laud her charmSy 
Her face, her taper legs, her arms ; 
For, trembling on to forty years, 
My age forbids all jealous fears. 
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ODE V, 

OEE, thy heifer's yet unbrokc 
^ To the labours of the yoke, 
Nor hath 8trei^;th enough to prove 
Such impetuous weight of love. 
Round the fields her fancy strays. 
O'er the mead she sportive plays; 
Now beneath the sultry beam 
Cools her in the passing stream, 
Now with frisking steeriiugs youngs 
Sports the sallow groves among. 

Do not then commit a rape 
On the crude, unmellow'd grape: 
Autumn soon, of various dyes. 
Shall with kinder warmth arise. 
Bid the livid clusters glow. 
And a riper purple show. 

Time to her shall count each day. 
Which from you it takes away, 
Till with bold and forward charms 
She shall rush into your arms. 
Pholoe, the flying fair, 
. Shall not then with her compare; 
Nor the maid of bosom bright. 
Like the moon's unspotted light. 
O'er the waves, with silver rays. 
When its floating lustre plays; 
Nor the Cnidian fsir and young. 
Who, the virgin-choir among, 
Mi^t deceive, in female guise. 
Strangers, though extremely wise. 
With the difference between 
Sexes hardly to be seen. 
And his hair of flowing grace. 
And his boyish, girlish face. 
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ODE W. 

TO SEPTIMIUS. 

CEFTlMIUSj who htat vow*d to go 
^ Witl^ Hontce even to fiirtheat Sfi4tn) 
Or Ece the iii^rce Canubrian foe, 
TJhtftUght to bear the Roiean chaJBj 
Or the barbjric Sjrt^, wiih road rttoil 
Where Maunt^iiui bULowi coueLo3» IkuJ; 

Maf Tibur to tn j latest houra 

Afiord a kind and calni retreat; 
Tlbur, benenth whosf loftj towers 
The Grcciiias fuM their bli»raL seat* 
There may mj labours end, my waDdering* fCiWi 
There all my tolls of wa^rrarb rest in ptriec ! 

But &houM the p»rtUl Fatei refnsn 
Tliat purer nit to l«t nie breathe, 
Galetus^ thy sweet ttrettnt rU ehaoHr 
Where flocks of rirbeat fleeter batke: 
FhaUatufi there hia nirsl sceptre away'ii^ 
Uncer tutn offspring of ^ Sp^rtuD miid. 

Ko »(]ot lo joyODS tniik} to this 

or this wide e^obe's enteudcd ehoreij 
Where nor the labour!! of the bet 
Yiftid to llywettu*' golden ntofea, 
Xor tliE grefta berry of VCDafran soil 
6we1lj Willi El riper ftoo4 of frBgrant oil. 

Tlwre JoTC hit kindest gifts beatowi, 
There jojs to erowo the fertilu plains^ 

With fietiial waroiUi the wintcf glows. 
And apriog with leugthca'd hoaokirb T^ifos , 
pa 
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Nor Anion, Mendly to the dnsteiing vine, 
Envies the vintage of Falernian wine. 

That happy place, that sweet retreat. 

The charming hills that round it rise, 
Your latest hours and mine a Wait: 
And when at length your Horace dies. 
There the deep sigh thy poet-friend shall mourn. 
And pious tears bedew his glowing urn. 
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ODE VII. 

TO POMPEIUS VARUS. 

t 

VARUS, from early youth belov*d. 
And oft with me in danger prov'd, 
Oar daring host when Brutus led. 
And in the cause of freedom bled, 
To Rome and all h# guardian powers 
What happy chance the friend restores. 
With whom I've cheer'd the tedious day. 
And drunk its loitering hours away, ^ 
Profuse of sweets while Syria shed 
Her li<)uid odours on my head ? 

With thee I saw Philippi's plain. 
Its fatal rout, ^ fearful scenes 
And dropped, alas! th' inglorious shield. 
Where valour's self was forc'd to yield. 
Where soii'd in dust the vanquish'd' lay. 
And breath'd th' indignant soul away. 

But me, when dying with my fear. 
Through warring hosts, inwrapp'd in au*. 
Swift did the god of wit convey; 
While thee wild war's tempestuous sea 
In ebbing tides drove far firom shore. 
And to new scenes of slaughter bore. 

To Jove thy votive offerings paid. 
Beneath my laurel's sheltering shade, 
Fatigu'd with war, now rest reclin'd. 
Nor spare the casks for thee design'd. 
Here joyous fill the polished bowl. 
With wine oblivious cheer thy soul. 
And frpm the breathing phials pour 
^ Of essenc'd sweets a larger shower. 

But who the wreath u&fading weaves 
Of parsley, or of myrtle leaves? 
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To whom shall beauty's qaeen assign 
To reign the monarch of our wine? 
For Thracian-like 1*11 drink to^iay. 
And deeply Bacchus it cway. 
Our transports for a friend restored 
Should ev'n to madness shake the board. 
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ODE yiii. 

TO BABINE. 

IF e'er th* insulted powers had shed 
Their Tengeence on thy perjur'd heed; 
If they had mark'd thy faithless troth 
With one fool naU, or blacken'd tooth. 
Again thy falsehood might deceive. 
And I the faithless vow believe. 

Bat when, perfidious, you engage 
To meet high heaven's vindictive rage, 
Tou rise, with heigbten'd lustre fair. 
Of all our youth the public care. 

It thrives with thee to be forsworn 
By thy dead mother's hallow'd urn: 
By heaven, and all the stars that roll 
In silent ci^uit round the pole : 
By heaven, and every nightly sign. 
By every deathless power divine. 
Yes; Vends laughs, the nymphs with smiles. 
The simple nymphs ! behold thy wiles. 
And with the blood of some poor swain 
By thy perfidious beauty slain, 
^Fierce Cupid whets his burning darts. 
For thee to wound uew lovers' hearts. 

Thy train of slaves grows every day. 
Infants are rising to thy sway; 
And they who swore to break thy chain 
Tet haunt those impious doors again. 

Thee for their boys the mothers fear. 
The frugal father for his heir; 
And weeping stands the virgin bride. 
In Hymen's fetters lately tied. 
Lest you detain, with brighter charms. 
Her peijvr'd husband from her arms. 
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ODE IX. 
TO VAliGIUS. 

NOI^ everlastiiig rain deforms 
The squaKd fidds; nor endless storms. 
Inconstant, vex the Caspian main; 
Vor on Armenia's froaen plain 
The loitering snow unmelting lies ; 
Kor, loud when northerii winds arise« 
The labouring forests bend the head, 
Kor yet their leafy honours shed : 
Tet still in elegiac strains 
My Valgius for his son' complains. 
When Vesper lifts his evening ray. 
Or flies the rapid beam of Day. 

Not for his son the Grecian sage, 
Renown'd for thrice the mortal age : 
Not for tbdr youthful brother dead. 
Such sorrows Priam's daughters shed. 

At length these weak complaints give o'er. 
Indulge th* unmanly grief no more : 
But let us bolder sweep the string, 
And Carsar's new-rais'd trophies sing; 
The Tigris, and it<» freezing flood, 
Euphrates, with its realms, subdu*d ; 
Whose waves are taught with humbler pride 
Smoother to roll their lessening tide ; 
The Scythians, who reltictant yield. 
Nor pour their squadrons o'er the field. 



/ 
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ODE X. 

TO IICINIIJS MUKENA. 

LlClKlUSj wo did jfou Uvr witli eaae^ 
' Tititipt aot tcio far ttie faiUiLeu »e«i, 
Acd Thftii jDu liear ibe tf'jQiPest ropf, 
Fr^as not too near ih^ iinequiil tliorE. 

The mm, vitMn die goidi^ti meaq 
Who Ctab his baldest wl^ coDtiui], 
Seeurelf viewf tlje ruim^d ceJJ. 
Where sordid want and forrow dWeli, 
And, in bim^elfKretireTj great, 
De^^Unef Ml CD vied fooui of stite^ 

When bifh in, »ir the pine ascends* 
To trverr ruder blut it bindip 
The ptiaice> falU with henvler weight, * 

Wben tufubhug from its s.'kj height;; 
And when from honve^n the lifhtning AiAi^ 
It bitau Uict iiUifl that praade»t riie. 

Whoe'er onjoja Lht? untronblei^ btncut^ 
WItli TirtBi'^a traoquil wi^dotn blest. 
With hope tJic gloonij hour cad dheer. 
And temper happiness wiUs Tear. 

If Jpve the wiater^A h.'^rrort ttnag:. 
Yet Jeve roitorcs tlie genial apiin;. 

Hies \ti U5 DOC of FatJC' com p J id o^ 
Tot won «U^1 cben^e the gloomy iCflDe, 
Apollo soTnelimea tan Inipire 
The lilBot Mf9»ei and vnke the ]jn! 
The de»thful bow not ftlwujs pliei, 
Th' unerring dart not alwavn flks. 
Wbeii Fortune, various god(lei»i iowen, 
Collfft yottr tErenxth« eiert your powen|| 
But, when she brr<ithe£ a. 'kind f J U^l% 
Me TtUj *ad furl joQT iweUiiag laiL 
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ODE XL 

TO Qumnus hi^pinus. 

BE not anxious, friend, to know 
What pur fierce Cantabrian foe. 
What intends the Scythian's pride. 
Far from us whom seas divide. 
Tremble not witii vain desires. 
Few the things which life requires. 
Touth with rapid swiftness flies. 
Beauty's lustre quickly dies. 
Withered Age drives far awaj 
Gentle sleep and amorous play. 

When in vernal bloom they glow, 
' Flowers their gayest honours show. 
Nor the moon witli equal grace 
Always lifts her ruddy face. 
Thus while nature's works decay, 
Busy mortal, prithee say, 
Why do you ^tigue the mind. 
Not for endless schemes design'd ? 

Thus beneath this lofty shade. 
Thus in careless freedom laid. 
While Assyrian essence sheds 
Liquid fragrance on our heads. 
While we lie tdth roses crown'd, 
Let the cheerful bowl go round r 
Bacchus can our cares controul. 
Cares that prey upon the soul. 

Who shall from the passing stream 
Quench our wine's Falemian flame P 
Who the vagrant wanton bring, 
Mistress of the lyric string, 
With her flowing tresses tied, 
Loosely, like a Spartan bride f 
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ODE XII. 

TO J^ffiCENAS, 

■pJUMAimA^s wars, for years maEnUm'df 
-•-^ Or ETauplbflrA viadictiv« ire, 
Or seas with Pnric jjorB dhrjiin'd. 
Suit QDk the soflnesa of my ^ebk Jjre; 

Nor sava|« Ccntaars mud with wiM, 

Kor Earth's gisaotic rfbel turDOff. 
Who shqtik Did fi^turuS seals divine^ 

Til! bj tLe arm of lleicuteft ifUhdQ'd. 

Yod in historic proie shall lefl 

The mightj- powf'r of Qesar'a wsr; ^ " * 

How kiDgi biM)eJii]i his bBttk felK 

Or drmgg'd incllf iibtit hi* triumphAl car, — 

licjfititua'B duket voUft, her *ye 

Srightdartiac its reaplencHc^Qt ray^ 
Hei breiiitt, whptfi lot*" and fri<^ndship Jip^ 

Ttiti MuF comuiaiidB Ene ^iiig In sofEer Jaj^ 

Id rmllery the fporUv^ j?«t, 

Graffful hfr mien In lUuriti^ channs^ * 

Whrn plajful at Dboa's feast 

T^ the bright virgin choir she wiodii har *nna. 

Sijp ^hiLL the wealth by ^ing^ p095«i^ 

Or Wie rich diadems they wear, 
Or alJ ^ft troaiurei of tUfc Eflit, 

Furchaie ona toclk of my Lirymuia't hsirf 

While now her bending neck she piles 

Dactwtrd to intct the burning liias. 
Then with bu easy cruelty deuiea, 

Yet wialict you wfluld inatcb, aot aak the bliia. 
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ODE Xllli 



Tl^HOEVER raisM and planted thee, 
^^ Unlucky and pernicious tree. 
In boor accurs'd witii impious hand 
(rhott bane and scandal of mj land) 
Well may I think the parricide 
In blood his guilty soul had dyed, 
Or plunged his dagger in the breast, 
At midnight, of his sleeping guest, 
Or tempered every baleful juice 
Which poisonous Coichian glebes produce ; 
Or, if a blacker crime be known. 
That crime the wretch had made his own. 
Who on my harmless grounds and me 
Bestow'd thee, luckless, falling tree. 

While dangers hourly round us wait> 
No caution can prevent our fate. 
All other deaths the sailor dares. 
Who yet the raging ocean fears ; 
The Parthian views with deep dismay 
The Roman chains, and firm array ; 
The Roman dreads the Parthian's speed. 
His fljring war, and backward reed ; 
VThile Death, unheeded, sweeps away 
The world, his everlasting prey. 

How near was I those dreary plains. 
Where Pluto's auburn consort reigns ; 
Where awful sits the judge of hell ; 
Where pious s{Hrits blissfiil dwell ; / 

Where Sappho's sweet complaints reprove 
The rivals of her fame and love, 
Alcsens bolder sweeps the strings. 
And seas, and war, and exile sings? 

Thus while they strike the various lyre. 
The ghosts the sacred sounds admire ; 
But when Alcseus tunes the strain 
To doeds of war, and tyrants slain, 
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In thicker crowds the shadowy throng 
Drink deeper down the martial song. . 
What wonder ? when with bending ears 
The dog of hell astonish'd hears. 
And, in the Furies' hair entwin'd. 
The snakes with cheerful horror wind ; 
While, chann'd by the melodious strains. 
The tortur'd ghosts forget their pains, 
Orion quits his bold delight, 
To chase the lion's rage, or lynx's flight. 
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ODE XIV, 
TO POSTUMUS. 

HOW twiftly ^ide our flying jean ! 
Alas ! nor pietj nor tears 
Can stop the fleeting day; 
Deep.furrow'd wrinkles, posting age. 
And death's unconquerable rage. 
Are strangers to delay. 

Though every day a bull should bleed 
To Pluto, bootless were the d^ed. 

The monarch tearless reigns. 
Where vultur-tortur'd Tityos lies. 
And triple Qeryon*s monstrous siae 

The gloomy wave detains. 

* Whoever tastes of earthly food 
Is doom'd to pass the joy less flood, 

And hear tlie Stygian roar; 
The sceptred king, who rules the earth. 
The labouring bind, of humbler birth, 

Must reach the distant shore. 

The broken 8U^;e of Adrians main. 
Hoarse- sounding, we avoid in vain. 

And Mars in blood-stain'd arms} 
The southern blast in vain we fear. 
And. autumn's life-annoying ur 

With idle fears alarms: 

For all must see Cocytus flow, 
Whose gloomy water sadly slow 

istrays tiirough the dreary soil. 
The guilty maids, an iU4am'd train! 
And, Sisyphus, thy labours vain, 

CondemnM to endless toil. 
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Your plieasuig consort most b« left, 
And you, of villas, lands, bereft, 

Must to the shades descend ; 
The cypress only, hated tree ! 
Of all thy much-lov'd groves, shall thee. 

Its short-liv'd lord, attend. 

Then shall your worthier heir discharf* 
And set th' imprisoned casks at large. 

And dye the floor with wine. 
So rich an|l precious, not the feasts 
Of holy pontiffs cheer their guests 

With liquor more divine. 
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OPE XV. 



IK royal pride our buildings rise, 
The useless plough neglected lies; 
Ponds broad as lakes our fields o'erspread ; 
Th' unmarried plane high waves the head 
Above the elm ; while all around. 
Wafting their fragrance o*er the ground. 
Where once the olive pour'd its shade. 
And its rich master's cares repaid, 
The violet and myrtle greets 
The senses with a w«ste of sweets ; 
While vainly would Apollo's ray 
Through our thick laurels pour the day} 

Not such were Cato*s s^e decrees. 
Nor Romulus by arts like these* 
In wisdom form'd th' imperial sway. 
And bid th' unwilling worid obey : 
Though small each personal estate. 
The public revenues were great; 
Arcades were then by law confin'd. 
Nor open'd to the northern wind: ^ 
Or turf, or brick, where Fortune pleas'd. 
The private dwelling humbly rais'd. 
While awful to the powers divine 
Rose high to heaven the sacred shrine. 
And all the public structures shone 
Enricb'd with ornamental stone. 
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ODE XVI. 

TO POMPEIUS GIIOSPHUS. 

r^ AUGHT in the wild JEgsean seas, 
^ The sailor bends to heaven for ease. 
While clouds the moon's fair lustre hide. 
And not a star his course to guide. 
Furious in war the Tliracian prays, 
The quiver'd Mede, for ease, for ease, 
A blessing never to be sold 
For gems, for purple, or for gold. 
Nor can the consul's power controul 
The sickly tumults of the sonl. 
Or bid the cares to stand aloof 
That hover round the vaulted roof. 

Bappy the roan whose frugal board 
His faUier's plenty can afford: 
His gentle sleep nor anxious fear 
Shall drive away, nor sordid care. 

Why do we aim with eager strife 
At things beyond the mark of life? 
To climates warm'd by other suns 
In vain the wretched exile runs; 
Flies from his country's native alcies, 
But never from himself he flies ; 
Corroding cares incessant charge 
His flight, and climb his armed barge; 
Or though he mount the rapid steed, 
Care follows with unerring speed. 
Far fleeter than the timorous hind, 
Far fleeter than the driving wind. 
The spirit that, serenely gay. 
Careless enjoys the present day, 
Can with an easy, cheerful smile 
The bitterness of life beguile; 
Nor fears the approaching hour of fate, 
Kor hopes for human bliss complete. 
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Achilles perish'd in his prime, 
Tithon was worn away by time. 
And Pate, with lavish hand, to me 
May grant what it denies to thee.< 
A hundred bleating Bocks are thine. 
Around thee graac thy lowing kine; 
Neighing thy mares im-ite the reins. 
Thy robes the twicc-dy'd purple stains: 
On me not unindulgent Fate 
Bestow'd a rural, calm retreat, 
Where I may tune the Roman lyre. 
And warm the song with Grecian fire; 
Then scorn, in conscious virtue proud. 
The worthless malice of the crowd. 
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ODE XVII. 

TO M£C£NAS. 

"fXTHY will Maecenas thus complain, 
^^ Why kill me with the tender strain ? 
Kor can the gods nor I consent 
l^hat yon, my life's great ornament. 
Should sink untimely to the tomb. 
While I survive the fatal doom. 

Should you, alas ! be snatcb'd away, ' 
Wherefore, ah ! wherefore should I stay. 
My value lost, no longer whole. 
And but possessing half my soul? 
One day, believe the sacred oath. 
Shall lead the funeral pomp of both; 
¥rith thee to Pluto*s dark abode. 
With thee I'll tread the dreary road. 
Nor fell Chimaera's breath of fire. 
Nor hundred-handed 03ras dire. 
Shall ever tear my friend from me: 
So Justice and the Fates decree. 

Whether fair libra's kinder sign. 
Or Scorfnus with an eye malign 
Beheld my birth (whose gloomy power ^ 
Rules dreadful o'er the natal hour); 
Or Capricorn, with angry rays 
Who shines Uie tyrant of the seas. 
With equal beams our stars unite. 
And strangely shed their mingled light. 
Thee Jove's bright influence snatch'd away 
From baleful Saturn's impious ray, 
And stopp'd the rapid wings of Fate, 
When the full theatre, elate. 
With joyfiil transports hail'd thy name, 
And thrice nprais'd the loud acclaim. 

A tree, when falling on my bead. 
Had sorely crush'd me to the dead, 
E 
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Bat Fin, the poet's guardian, brt^e. 
With saving hand, the destin'd stroke. 
For thee, let the rich victim^s blood 
Poor forth to Jove its purple flood; 
For thee, the votive tisinple rise; 
For me, a humble lambkin dies. 
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ODE XVIII. 



T^O walU, with ivory inlaid, 
■L^ Adorn my house; no colonnade 
Proudly supports my citron beams, 
Kor rich wiUi gold my ceiling flames ; 
Kor have I, like an heir unknown, 
Seiz'd upon AtUlus his throne; 
!Nor dames, to happier fortunes bred. 
Draw down for me the purple thread; 
Yet with a firm and honest heart, 
Unknowing or of fraud or art, 
A liberal vein of genius blest, 
l*m by tiie rich and great carest. 
If y patron's gift, my Sabine field 
Shall all its rural plenty yield. 
And, happy in that rural store, 
Of heaven and him I ask no more. 
Day presses on the heels of day. 
And moons increase to their decay : 
But you, with thoughtless pride elate. 
Unconscious of impending fate. 
Command the pillar'd dome to rise. 
When lo .' thy tomb forgotten lies. 
And, though the waves indignant roar. 
Forward you urge the Baian shore. 
While earth's too narrow bounds in vain 
Your guilty progress would restrain. 
The sacred landmark strives in vain 
Your impious avarice to restrun ; 
You break into your neighbour's grounds. 
And overleap your client's bounds. 
Driven out by thee, to new abodes 
They carry their paternal gods ; 
The wife her husband's sorrow shares. 
And on h^r breast her squalid infants bears. 

Yet, destin'd by unerring Fate, 
Shall death this wealthy lord await; 
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Then whither tend thj wide demesnes! 
For EartI) impartial entertains 
Her various sons, and in her breast 
Princes and beggars equal rest. 

Nor gold could bribe, nor art deceive, 
The gloomy life-guard of the grave 
Backward to tread the shadowy way. 
And waft FromeUieus into day. 
Tet he who Tantalus detains. 
With all his haughty race, in chains, 
Invok'd or not, the wretch receives. 
And from the toils of life relieves. 
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ODE XK. 

TO BACCHUS. 

T SAW (let future times believe; 
* The god of wine his lectures give ; 

'Midst rocks far distant was the scene; 
With ears erect the satyrs stood. 
And every goddess of the wood 

Listened th' instructive, solemn strain. 

The recent terror heaves my breast. 
Yet, with th* inspiring power possest. 

Tumultuous joys my soul have warmM ; 
Dreadful, who shak'st the ivy spear, 
Thy votary thus prostrate hear. 

And be thy rage, thy rage disarmed . 

Give me to sing, by thee inspir'd. 
Thy priestesses to madness fir'd: 

Fountains of wine shall pour along. 
And, melting from the hollow tree. 
The golden treasures of the bee. 

And streams of milk shall fill the song. 

Fair Ariadne's crown shall rise, 
And add new glories to the skies : 

While I to listening nations tell 
How impious Pentheus* palace burn'd, 
With hideous ruin overturn^. 

And how the mad lij^curgus fell. 

Indus and Ganges own thy sway. 
Barbaric seas thy power obey. 

And o'er the pathless mountain's height 
(Her head with horrid snakes enroll'd. 
Which harmless writhe their angry fold) 

Thy raptur'd priestess speeds her flight. 
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When rising fierce in impious arms. 
The giant-'race with dire alarms 

Assail'd the sacred realms of light. 
With lion-wrath, and dreadful paw, , 
With blood-besmear'd and foam'mg jaw. 

You put their horrid chief to flight. 

For dancing form'd, for love and wit. 
You seem'd for waPs rude toils unfit. 

And polish'd to each softer grace: 
But dreadful whenT in arms you shone. 
You made the fatal art your own. 

In war excelling as in peace. 

With golden horn supremely bright. 
You darted round the bending light 
, Far-beaming through the gloom of hell : 
When Cerberus, with fear amas'd. 
Forgot his rage, and fawning gas'd, 
And at thy feet adoring fell. 
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ODE XX, 

TO MMJCmiAS. 

WITH itTCDS* unvniitfiil -wing I rb^ 
A two-formM poet, through the sidit. 
Fmf mbovi tnvy vill I soar. 
And trusd thii worchLeii earih do more. 
For k^ELOir, ye rivals of mj famtj, 
Thducti iowlf bonst h vutgar nimc, 
I will pot c<ifid«3cetid to die. 
Nor in the Stj^^isTi wicen tif<^- 

A roiigbir iWin now clothes my thi|^,» 
Into m ifwim's fair rarm I liae, 
Anrt fetj the featherM plumage sh^td 
lis davQ, mid o'er my shoulflors sprnad^ 
Swift Ji9 with Da?dii[f!ttii wing, 
UaimOfiious bird, I'Ji scaring litlg, 
Andt in my flight, the fVmoiy ihor» 
Where Bosphoriii treconudflui toi™. 
The Ttgions bQund bj n&rthern cold, 
And Lybiii^s burning s&nds, behold. 
HiCB to the learoed stins «f ^ain, 
Tb hLm vho ploufifhs tlie Scythian rtiain, 
To him irhOj with diaacmbied fear*, 
ConaciD^it the Roman arms reveres, 
To him who ^tiki ibe rapid Rb&tiei 
Shall Horace, death leis bArd I l)e 1(n«ffa, 

My friendt, the funerMl sorrow 9pbi«i 
The plalntL^re ioag, and tender tear; 
TTor let tlie ifoico of grief profane 
With Jeud Ianieat» the loleiiiQ scesc; 
Kor o'er yflnz poef b emjity urn 
With lualeift, idlo aortow* inoynt. 
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ODE L 

^r^ONAHCtlS oa earlh their power oicteiid^ 
^^ MoDHnlii-'i 10 J wo. qiibmisjive bend, 

Ad(1 owd the SDVflreii^D godf 
With g^ortDU^ triamfih wlio subdqM 
I1ie Titua race, pguDtir brood 1 

Afid tiiiikes whaJe nature vrvth hi^ nod* 

When jtivilI candidfttea iraiiteDd, 
And 1(1 the Held, of Mara degcend 

To urge th' ambitious claim, , 

SoiM of Uiuairiooa birth are i^raud, 
Snjoe of their clieuti vassal trowdj 

Add soipe of v'lrtide'fl fame* 

Others the rami libour to^e. 

And jo^ ta plant the ipreadia^ gnorf, 

The ftirrow'd glebe to turo; 
Yet with ImpiTtiai hand ah^U Fate 
Both of the iavi\y aod the great 

Shake the capacious urp. 

Behold Use wreEcb« with coiijciaaB dreadj 
lb pointed TtngeaLce o'er his head 

Who view? th^iiDpendLDp sword; 
Kor dainties force his pfiU^d deiire, 
ITor eharit of birds, hut vocal lyrfl, 

To hiiD can Bleep afford; 
BcArt^oothiiij^ aleep^ vhich not Hi^fiwln* 
The rani cot, and humble iwains, 

And qhidj river fuir: 
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Or Tempe's ever4»looming spring. 
Where sephyrs wave the balmy wing. 

And fan the bazom air. 
Who nature's fragal dictates hears, 
He nor the raging ocean fears. 

Nor stars of power maligo, 
Whether in gloomy storms they rise. 
Or swift descending through the skies 

With angry lustre shine; 
Whether his vines be smit with hail, 
/ _ Whether his promis'd harvesU fail. 

Perfidious to his toil ; 
Whether his droojiing trees complain 
Of angry winter's chilling rain, 

Or stors that burn the soil. 
Not such the haughty lord, who lays 
His deep foundations in the seas, 

And scorns earth's narrow bound; 
The fish, aflFrighted, feel their waves 
Contracted by his numerous slaves, 

Evpn in the vast profound. 
High though his structures rise in air. 
Pale menaces, and black despair, 

This haughty lord shall find 
O'ertake his armed galley's speed. 
And when he mounts the flying afteed, 

Sits gloomy Care behind. 
If purple, which the mom outshines. 
Or marble from the Phrygian mines. 

Though labour'd high with art. 
If essence, breathing sweets divine. 
Or flowing bowls of generous wine, 

111 sooth an anxious heart; 

O^ columns, r^is'd in modem style. 
Why should I plan the lofty pile 

To rise with envied state; 
Why, for a vain, superfluous store. 
Which would encumber me the more. 

Resign my Sabine stet? 
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ODE II. 
TO HIS FRIENDS. 

OUR hardy youth should learn to bear 
Sharp wan^, to rein the warlike steed. 
To hurl the well-directed spear 
With pointol force, and bid the Parthian bleed. 

Thus form'd in war's tumaltuons trade 
Through summer's heat, and winter's cold. 

Some tyrant's queen, or blooming maid, 
Shall from her walls the martial youth behold : 

" Let not, alas ! my royal spouse. 

Untaught the deathful sword to wield. 
That lion ii; his anger rouse. 

Whom furious rage drives through th' ensanguin'd 
field." 
What joys, what glories round him wait. 

Who brayely for his country dies! 
While with dishonest wounds shall Fate 

Relentless stab the coward as he aies. 
With stainless lustre Virtue shines, 

A base repulse nor knows, nor fears ; 
Nor claims her honours, nor declines. 

As the light air of crowds uncertain veert: 

To byn who not deserves to die 
She shows the paths which heroes trod, 

Then bids hinrboldly tempt the sky^ 
Spurn o£F his mortal clay, and rise a god. 

To silence due rewards we give ; 

And they who mysteries reveal 
Beneath my roof shall never live. 

Shall never hoist with me the doubtful sail. 

When Jove in ajager strikes the blow. 
Oft with the bad the righteous bleed: 

Yet with sure steps, though lame and slow, ^ 
Vengeance o'ertakes the trembling vUlaini speea. 
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ODE III. 

THE man, in conscious virtue bold. 
Who dares his secret purpose hold, 
Unshaken hears tlie crowd's tumultuous cries. 
And the impetuous tyrant's angry brow defies. 

Let the wild winds, that rule the seas 
Tempestuous, all their horrors raise; 
Let Jove's dread arm with thunders rend the 
spheres. 
Beneath the crush of worlds undaunted he appears. 

Thus to the flamy towers above. 
The vagrant hero, son of Jove, 
Vpsoar'd with strength his own, where Caesar Ties, 
And qua£Fs, with glowing lips, the bowl's immortal 
joys. 

\ 
Lyastts thus his tigers broke. 
Fierce and indocile to the yoke ; 
Thus from the glodoay regions of the dead. 
On bis paternal steeds, Rome's mighty founder fledf 

When heaven's great queen with words benign 

Address'd th'assembtpd powers divine 

Troy, hated Troy, an ^ppire lewd, unjust. 
And a proud foreign dam($^,' ha^ sunk thee to the dost. 

To me, and wisdom's queen decreed, 
With all thy guilty race to bleed. 
What time thy haughty monarch's peijur'd sire 
Mock'd the defrauded gods, and robb'd them of their 
hire. 

The gaudy guest, of impious fame, 
Ko more enjoys th' adulterous dame; 
Hector no more his faithless brothers leads 
To break the Grecian force; no more the victor 
bleeds. 
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Since the long war now sinks to^peace, 
And all our heavenly factions cease; 
Instant to Mars my vengeance I resign. 
And here receive hb son, though born of Trojan line. 

Here, with enctrcling glories bright. 
Free let him tread the paths of light. 
And, rank'd among the tranquil powers divine. 
Drink deep the nectar'd bowl, and quafiP celestial wine. 

From Rome to Troy's detested shores. 
While loud a length of ocean roars, 
TJnenvied let th* illustrious exiles reign. 
Where Fate directs their course, and spreads their 
wide domain. 

On Priam's and th* adulterer's urn 
While herda the dust insulting spurn, 
Let the proud Capitol in glory stand, 
And Rome, to triumph'd Medes, give forth her stern 
command: 

liOt the victorious voice of Fame 
Wide spread the terrors of her name. 
Where seas the continents of earth divide. 
And Nilus bathes the plam with his prolific tide. 

liet her the golden mine despise ; 
For deep in earth it better lies. 
Than when by hands profane, from nature's store. 
To human use compell'd, flames forth the sacred ore. 

Where nature's utmost limits end. 
Let her triumphant arms extend ; 
Or where the sun pours down his madding beams. 
Or where the clouds are dark, and rain perpetual 
streams. 

Thus let the warlike Romans reign 
(So Juno and the Fates ordain). 
But on these terms alone, no more to dare, 
Through piety or pride, their parent Troj repair; 
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For Troy rebuilt, Ulomen*d sute! 

Shall feel the Mme avenging fate; 
Again my Grecians shall yictortouft prore. 
By me led on to war, the sister-wife of Jove. 

Thrice shonld ApoUo raise her wall. 
Thrice shall her brasen bulwarks fisU, 
Thrice shall her matrons feel the victor's chain. 
Deplore their slaughterM sons, deplore their husbands 



But whither would the Muse as|nre? 
Such themes nor suit the sportive lyre, 
Nor should the wanton, thus in fed>le strain. 
The councils of the gods, immortal themes ! profane. 
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ODE IV. 
TO CALLIOPE. 

DESCEND from heaven, and in a lensthen'd 
strain, 
Qoeen of melodious sounds, the song sustain, 
Or on the voice high-rais*d, the breathing flute. 
The Ijre of golden tone, or sweet Phoebean lute. 

Hark ! some celestial voice I rapturM hear ! 
Or does a pleasing phrensy charm my ear ? 
Through ballowM groves I stray, where streams 
beneath 
Ih>m lucid fountains flow, and zephyrs balmy breathe. 

Fatigued with sleep, and youthful toil of play, 
When on a mountain's brow reclin'd I lay 
Near to my natal soil, around my head 
The fabled woodland doves a verdant foliage spread ; 

Matter, be sure, of wonder most profound 
To all the ganng habitants around. 
Who dwell in Acherontia's airy glades, 
Amid the Bantian woods, or low Ferentum's meads. 

By snakes of poison black, and beasts of prey. 
That thus, in dewy sleep, unharm'd I lay ; 
Laurels and myrtle were aroutsd me pil'd, 
Not without guardian gods an animated child. 

Yours, I am ever yours, harmonious Nine, 
Whether I joy In Tibur's vale supine; 
Whetiier I climb the Sabine mountain's height. 
Or in Pr«neste*8 groves or Baian streams delight. 

Nor tree devoted,- nor tempestuous main, 
Nor flying hoato, that swept Philippics plain 
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In fearful rout, your Aliai bard destroy'd. 
While in your springs divine and choral sports he 
joy'd. 

If by the Muse's faithful guidance led, 
Or Libya's thirsty sands I'll fearless tread. 
Or climb the venturous bark, and launch from shore. 
Though Bosphorus in storms ixrith madding horrors 
rpar. 

Nor Britons, of inhospitable strain, 
Nor quiver'd Scythians, nor the Caspian main, 
Kor he who joyous quaffs the thirsty bowl 
Streaming with horses' blood, shall shake my daunt- 
less soul. 

When Caesar, by yorur forming arts inspir'd, 
Cheerful disbands his troops, of conquest tir'd. 
And yields to willing Peace his lanrel'd spoils. 
In the Pierian cave you charm the hero's toils ; 

Gracious from you the lenient counsels flow, 
, Which bid the hero spare his prostrate foe; 
For Csesar rules like Jove, whose equal sway 
The ponderous mass of earth and stormy seas obey: 

O'er gods and mortals, o'er the dreary plains. 
And shadowy ghosts, supremely just he reigns. 
But, dreadful in his wrath, to hell pursu'd. 
With thunder's headlong rage, tlie fierce Tltanian 
brood. 

Whose horrid youth, elate with impious pride, 
Unnumber'd, on their sinewy force relied : 
Mountain on mountain pil'd they rais'd in air. 
And shook the throne of Jove, and bad the Thun- 
derer fear. 

But what could Mimas, of enormous might, 
Typhceus, or Porphyrion's threatening height. 
Or bold Enceladus fierceniarting far 
The trun)(s of trees uptorn, dire archer of the war. 
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Though ixrith despair and rage inspir'd they rose. 
To sage Minerva's sounding shield oppose ? 
While Yuican here in flames devour'd his way. 
There matron Juno stood, and there the god of day, 

Ilesolv'd,.till he had qnell'd tb' aspiring foe. 
Never to lay aside th' unerring bow. 
He tlie pure dew of fair Castalia loves. 
There bathes his flowing hair, and haunts his natal 
groves. 

Ul-counsell'd force, by its own native weight. 
Precipitately falls ; with happier fate 
While the good gods upraise the just design, 
And bold, unhallov^ schemes pursue with wratli 
divine. 

This truth shall hundred-handed Gyas prove. 
And warm Orion, who with impious love 
Tempting the goddess of the sylvan scene, 
Was by her virgin darts, gigantic victim! slain. 

On her own monsters hurl'd with hideous weight, 
Fond mother Earth deplores her offspring's fate. 
By thunders dire to livid Orcus doom'd. 

Nor fire can eat its way through JEtna unconsnm'd. 

*' 
Such are the pains to lawless lust decreed ; 
On Tityos' liver shall the vulture feed 
With rage ungorg'd, while Plu6> stern detains 

His amorous rival bound in thrice ao hundred chains. 
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01>E V. 

, THE PRAISES OF AUGUSTUS. 

THREAD Jftv« in thunder speaks his jost domain; 
-"^ On earth* a present cod, shall Cassar reign. 
Since world-divided Britain owns his sway. 
And Parthia^s haughty aons hte high behests obey. 

O name of country, onee how sacred deem*d! 

sad reverse of manners, once esteem*d ! 
While Rome her ancient majesty maintain!d; 

In his own Capitol while Jove imperial reign'd. 

Could they to foreign spousals meanly yield. 
Whom Crassus led with honour to the field P 
- Have they, to their barbarian lords allied, 
Orown old in hostile arms beneath a tyrant's pride, 

Basely forgetfbl of the Roman name. 
The heaven-descended shields, the Vestal flame, 
Tliat wakes eternal, «id the peaoeful gown. 
Those emblems which the Fates with boundless em- 
pire crown ? 

When Regulus refus'd die terms of peaee 
Inglorious, he foresaw the deep disgrsree, , 

Whose foul example should in ruin end. 
And even to latest times our baffled arms attend. 

Unless the captive youth in ser\'ile chains 
Should fall unpitied. In the Punic fones 
Have I not seen, the patriot captain cried. 
The Roman ensigns fix*d in monumental pride ? 

1 saw our arms resign*d without a wound; 
Our free-bom eitiaens in fetters bound ; 
The gates of Carthage open, and the plain. 

Late by our war laid waste, with culture doth'd i^idn. 
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lUntom'd, no doubt, with nobler sense of ftme 
The soldier shall return — Te purchase shame. 
When the fair fleece imbibes the dyer's stain, 
Its native colour lost it never shall regain. 

And valour, failing in the soldier's breast. 
Scorns to resume what cowardice possess'd. 
When from the toils escap'd the hind shall turn 
Fierce on her hunters, he the prostrate (be may spurn 

In second fight, who felt the fetters bind 
His arms enslaved; who tamely hath resign'd 
His sword uustain'd with Mood ; who might have 
died, 
^Yet on a faithless foe, with abject soul, relied; 

Who for hb safety mix'd poor terms of peace 
Even witli the act of war; O foul disgrace! 
O Carthage, now with rival glories great. 
And on the ruins rau*d of Rome's dejected state ! 

The hero spoke ; and from his wedded dame 
And in&ntrchildren tum'd, opprest with shame 
Of his fallen state; their fond embrace repell'd, 
And sternly on the earth his manly visage held. 

Til), by his nnezampjed counsel 5way'd, 
Thdr firm decree the wavering senate made; 
Then, while his friends the tears of sorrow shed. 
Amidst the weeping throng the glorious exile sped. 

Nor did he not the cruel torteires know. 
Vengeful, prepar'd by a barbarian foe; 
Tet, with a countenance serenely gay, 
He tum'd aside the crowd, w}k> fondly press'd his stay; 

As if, when wearied by some client's cause, 
After the final sentence of the laws. 
Cheerful be hasted to some calm retreat. 
To teste the pure delights that Mess the rural seat. 
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ODE VI. 



TO THE ROMANS. 



THOUGH guUtless of your fathers' crimes, 
Roman, 'tis thine, to latest times, 
The vengeance of the gods to bear, 
Till you their awful domes repair, 
Profan'd with smoke their statues raise. 
And bid the sacred altars blase. 

That you the powers divine obey. 
Boundless on earth extends your svrayj 
From hence your future glories date. 
From hence expect the hand of Fate. 
Til' offended gods, in horrors dire. 
On satt Hesperi» pour'd tlidr Wi 
The Parthiaa s{{iindrOBS twkf* repel Td 
Oijr inauspkiDus powers, and quc^lfd 
Our boldest effojfts, while t>jf^y ihor 
With spoils firom conqaerM Ri^p 
Th e^l ciaBSj whose uneniait' — 

" £ with deatki L];c p 
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Her love no nice distinction knows, ' 
But round the wandering pleasure throws. 
Careless to hide the bold delight 
In darkness and the shades of night. 
Nor does she need the thin disguise; 
The conscious husband bids her rise. 
When some rich factor courts her charms, 
And calls the wanton to his arms. 
Then, prodigal of wealth and fame, 
^ofusely buys the costly«shame. 

Kot such the youth, of such a strain, 
Who dyed with Punic gore the main; 
Who Pyrrhus' flying war pursu'd, 
Antiochus the Great subdu'd. 
And taught that terror of the field, 
The cruel Hannibal, to yield: 
But a rough race, inurM to toil. 
With heavy spade to turn the soil. 
And by a mother's will severe 
To fell the wood, and homeward bear 
The ponderous load, even when the sun 
His downward course of light had run. 
And from the western mountain's head 
His changing shadows lengthening spread, 
Unyok'd the tean^ with toil opprest. 
And gave the friendly hour of rest^ 

What feels not Time's consuming rage ? 
More vicious than their fathers' age 
Our sires begot the present race. 
Of manners impious, bold and b&se ; 
And yet, with crimes to us unknown, 
Onr sons shall mark the coming age their own. 
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ODE VII. 
TO ASTERIE. 

AH! why does Asterie thus weep for the jroutk 
Of constancj f!uthful» of honour and truth. 
Whom the first kindly sephyrs, thftt breathe o*er the 

sprinc» 
Enrich'd with the wares of Bithynia shall bring ? 
Driven back from his course by the tempests, that rise 
When stars of mad lastre rale orer the skies» 
At Oricum now poor Oyges must stay. 
Where sleepless he weeps the cold winter away; 
While his fandlady ChloS, in sorrow of heart. 
Bids her envoy of love exert all his art. 
Who tells him how Chlo^, unhappy the dame ! 
Deep sighs for your lover, and burns in your flame. 
He tells him how Prcetus, deceiv*d by his wife. 
Attempted, ah dreadfbl ! Bellerophon*s life, 
And urgM by felse crimes, how he sought to destroy 
The jfonth for refusing, too chastely, the joy: 
How Peleus was almost dispatched to the dead. 
While the lovely Magnessfan abstemious he fled. 
Then he turns every tale, and applies it with art. 
To melt down his virtue, and soften his heart ; 
But constant and heart-whole young Oyges appean. 
And deafer than rocks the tale-teller hears. 
Then, feir<one, take heed, lest Enipeus should prove 
A little too pleasing, and tempt thee to love; 
And though without rival he shine in the coarse. 
To rein the fierce steed though unequal his force, 
Tho* matchless the swiftness with which he divides. 
In crossing the Tiber, tlie rough-swelling tideiu 
Yet shut the fond door at evening's first shade; 
Kor look down to the sti^eet at the soft serenade; 
Or if cruel he call thee in love-sighing strain, ■ 
Yet more and more cruel be sure to remain. 
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ODE vnr. 

TO MJECENAS. 

^T1H£ Grefilc uidi Romaq jaQguK|;H ire thioe, 
^ Their haLlflw"!] cuitanu, atid thbir rilei divJDe; 
And treli yua mifht the flowery wreath^ 4dmlr«, 
The fi-Bf raat LdcenK. PEid tbt stered fire, 
KaiftM 00 Uifl liviAg turf^ to hail the day 
To vhich the ftLuried world th«ir lioniA^« pny, 

Wlieti Oh my heui a trw devoted fell^ 
And almost cmjvh'd ui« ta t>ie ihadea of hftUj 
Gnttifiii 1 vow'd to him* it ho ratfs the vine, 
A jofoga banqQCt, vhM« bm^tli hi^ shrine 
A sD^tf-white ftOiit sii^uld tl«ed; imd v^bea the jtfif 
RevoJiniig bid& this fi^tii mam appei&r, 
We'lj pierce a cuk with tool! low jolM replelfi 
MeJIow'd with sfnok« Jiiiice Talli]^ mlM ihe ititt. 

Come tben, MeccPDas, imd ibr frieud^Lip^t »ah:r, 
A fricQd prc<K«rv'dT a hundred butnper» Imkv- 
Come drink Ihe whtthful C4^cra up to dij> 
While DOisc and (juarriT^ fihull he Tftr tiwajn 
Hn more let Rorne joiir annioits Uiou^hfa eckSife, 
The Diician fulls beu^ntl]; the vicior'* rago, 
'J'he Medft i^ civil wars^ Uieir Arms employ, 
lujloirioiii wun \ eich other to de&tr&jir ^ 
Onr Abcietit fof J, the hjm^htj sotu of Spain , 
At ^en|E;th, indi|;iiaDt], feel the Komnb ehaiti ; 
With bowl uab«at the hardj StytliiaDB yleldf 
Reiolv'd lo quU the Jong-dbpated fidd- 
le morp th* puhUc Lhiims Uhy pioui feojs: 
Be not toa ftojtioiifi theb villi privAtfl c^rei. 
But »ure £li« £tfu ihe pn^»ot ntoment brinitti 
rhosc fieeUng eifti, and l^'se >«ve«r thipg* 
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ODE IX. 

A DIALOGUE BETWEEN HORACE AND 
LYDIA. 

Horace. 

WHILE I was pleasing to joar urns. 
Nor any jouth, of happier charms. 
Thy snowy bosom blissfal press'd, 
Not Persia's king like me was blest. 

Lydia. 
While for no other fair yon burn'd. 
Nor Lydia was for Chloe scom'd, 
What maid was then so bles( as thine? 
Not Ilia's fame could equal mine. 

Horace. 
Now Chloe reigns ; her voice and lyre 
Melt down the soul to soft desire ; 
Nor will 1 fear even death, to save 
Her dearer beauties from the grave. 

Lydia, 
My heart young Calais inspires, 
Whose bosom glows with mutual fires. 
For whom I twice would die with joy. 
If death would spare the charming boy. 

Horace, 
Tet what if Love, whose bands we broke. 
Again should tame us to the yoke; 
Should I shake ofF bright Chloe's chain, 
And take my Lydia home again ? 

lAfdia. 
Though he exceed in beauty hx 
The rising lustre of a star ; 
Though light as cork thy fancy strays. 
Thy passions wild as angry seas. 
When vex'd with storms ; yet gladly I 
With thee woqld live, with thee would die. 
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ODE X. 

TO LYCE. 

T^HOUGH jou drank tbt decptlream of TfiDiti icy, 
^ Thf wife of some bArbarouB blockhead, O Lycf, 
Yet your heart miglu relrnt t& ftxpoie me tecUti'd 
At, jDDr crael-ihut doDr to the ragts of the wind. 
Ut^K your gaiie^ haw it cresJwf how the grave, 

plADted round 
Tour tieaytirul rilU, re^bcUoWi Ihfi: jDuad J 
How Jupiter numhi nil tht rv gioQ) (»ilavp 
And AJiB^es with cryatal the Qeeces of atjow ! 
AwAj With these homoura of ptidt ifld dlsdiUDj 
To Venus uEi^rateful, ta Cupid a paiB, 
iest whde tty the pulley yoti raise to ihe top» 
Tour rope should run fcick^ mud your huEikflC tboQld 

drop. 
Ko iprightty TyrrhenUn btfot thee* a prud«, 
jAqotiaet Pffnelope, harbh tq be woo'd- 
O, thcDgh neither preuots, nor vow-Bighlac Htxaln, 
Nor vioiet pslntiiig tlie eheek of thy strain, 
Kor thj huib'4pd, who pve» up hit heart for a ditty 
To a Mbg'&iiigiDg; weach, can provoki! thee tc pity; 
Tboueb Ijka l*ie hard luk youYe to ioftne» ladibEf, 
And tDiider tbam b)J of the serpentina kind, 
Tet th ijik not thii Gidie CJ^n for evet lu^itbin 
'liij threshold hard hesu-ted, and *lry^felliiig reiu. 
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ODE XI. 
TO IfERCURT. 

OTHOU, by whose harmonioiu ud 
Amphioo*s voice the listening stmes ooold lead : 

And sweetest shell of power to raise, 
On seven melodious strings, thy varioos lays ; 

Not vocal, when yon first were found. 
But of a simple and ungrateful sound; 

Now tun'd so sweetly to the ear. 
That gods and men with sacred rapture hear; 

Oh ! thou inspire the melting strain 
To charm my Lyde's obstinate disdain. 

Who like a filly o'er the field , 
With playful spirit bounds, and fears to yield 

To hand of gentlest touch, or prove. 
Wild as she is, the joys of wedded love. 

Tis yours, with all their heasts of prey. 
To bid the forests move, and powerftil stay 

The rafud stream. The dog of heU, 
Immense of bulk, to thee soft^oothing feU, 
. And suppliant bow*d, though round his head 
His hundred snakes their guardian horrors apread ; 

Baleful his breath though fiery glow'd. 
And from his three-tongued jaws fisU poison flow'd. 

Ixion, of his pains beguil'd. 
And Tityos, with unwilling pleasure, smil*d; 

Dry stood their urn, while with soft strain 
Ton sooth'd the labours of the virgin train. 

Let Lyde hear, what pain8,jlecreed. 
Though late, in death attend the direful deed. 

There doom*d to fill, unceasing task ! 
With idle toil, an ever-streaming cask; 

Impious, who in the hour of rest 
Could plunge their daggers in a husband's breast* 

Tet worthy of the nuptial flame. 
And nobly meriting a deathless name. 
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t>f muiy« one antainted maid, 
trloriously felse, her peijur'd sire betray'd. 

Thus to her yonthfbl lord Arise; 

Awake, lest sleep eternal close thine eyes; 

Eternal sleep: and ah! from whom 
Ton little dreaded the relentless doom. 

Oh ! fly, my lord, this wrathful sire; 
Far from my sisters fly, those sisters dire. 

Who riot in their husbands' blood. 
As lionesses rend their panting food; 

While T, to such fell deeds a foe, 
Nor bind thee here, nor strike the fatal blow. 

Me let my father load with chains. 
Or banish to Nuqnidia's farthest plains: 

My crime, that I, a loyal wife. 
In mercy spar'd a wretched husband's lifb. 

While Venus, and the shades of night 
Protect thee, speed, by sea or land, thy flighty 

May every happy omen wait 
To guide thee through this gloomy hour of Fate! 

Tet not forgetful of my doom, 
Engrave tby grateful sorrows on my tomb. 
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ODE XII. 

TO NEOBUIJ;, 

Jp^HAPPT the maidens forbidden to prore 
^ The bamper** fnll joj, or the reptores of love ; 
Unhappy the girls, who mn destin'd to hear 
The tedioas rrimkes <»f old uncles severe. 

Cjtherea's wing'd son now bids tiiee^resl^ 
%rhe toils of Minerva, the spinster divine ; 
- For now, Neobule, with odier desires 
The brightness of Uebrto thy bosom inspires ; 
When he rises with vigour from Tiber's rough waves, 
¥niere ^he oil of his labours athletic he laves, 
Like Bellerophon skilful to rein the fierce steed. 
At cufb never conquer'd, nor ouNfttripfird in speed. 
And dextrous, with dai:ts never '^jing in vain. 
To wound the light stag bounding ovd* the plain. 
Or active and valiant the boar to surprise, 
Transfix'd with his spear, as in covert he lies. 
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ODE xni. 

TO THE FOUNTAIN BANDU8IA. 

FOUNTAIN, whose waters far surpass 
The shining ftuce of polish'd glass. 
To thee, the goblet, crown*d with flowers. 
Grateful the rich libation pours; 
A goat, whose horns b^in to spread. 
And beoding arm his swelling head. 
Whose bos<Nn glows with young desires. 
Which war or kindling love inspires. 
Now meditates his blow in vain,^ — 
His blood shall thy fsir fiountain stain. 
When the fierce dog.star's fervid ray 
Flames forth, and sets on fire the day, 
To vagrant flocks, that range the field, 
Tott a refreshing coolness yield ; 
Or to the labour- wearied team 
Pour forth the freshness of thy stream.' 
Soon shalt thoo flow a noble spring. 
While in immortal verse I sing 
The oak, that spreads thy rocks around, 
JProm whence. thy babbling waters bound. 
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ODE XIV. 

ON THE RETURN OF AUGUSTUS FROM 
. SPAIN. 

THT prince, O Rome, who foreign realms 
Explored like Jove's immortal son, 
Fearless to search the laurel wreath 
By death aod glorioos daring won. 
Victorious comes from farthest ^>ain, 
To Rome and all his guardian gods ^ain. 

Let her, who to her arms receives 
With joy her own, her laurel'd spouse. 

Her private sacrifice perform*d. 
Pay to ju»t Heaven her public vows, * 

And let the fair Octavia lead 
The matron-train iu suppliant veils arrayM ; 

The matron-train, to whose glad arms 
Their sons, with conquest crown'd, return ; 

And you, fair youth, whose pious te»r» 
Your slaughtered sires and husbands okourn. 

This day at least your griefii restrain. 
And luckless from ill-omen'd words abstain. 

This day, with truly festal joy, 
Sliall drive all gloomy cares away ; 

For, while imperial Csesar holds 
O'er the glad Earth his awful sway. 

Nor fear of death from foreign arms. 
Or civil rage, my dauntless soul alarms. 

Boy, bring us essence, bring us crowns; 

Pierce me a cask of ancient date. 
Big with the storied Marsian war. 

And with its glorious deeds replete. 
If yet one jovial cask remain 
Since wandering Spartacus o'erswept the plain. 
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Invite Ncara to the feast. 

Who sweetly charms the listening ear. 
And bid the fair-one haste to bind 

In careless wreaths her esscnc'd hair; 
Bat should her porter bid you stay, 
Leave the rough, surly rogue, and come away. 

When hoary age upon our heads 

Pours down its chilling weight of snows. 
No more the breast with anger bums, 

No more with amorous heat it glows: 
Such treatment Horace would not bear. 
When warm wiUi youth, when Plancus fiird the cohp 
sul's chair. 
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ODE XV. 

TO CHLORIS. 

npHOU poor ni«B*» iaounbrance, thou nke of a wile, 
•^ At length |mt rd end to this infamous life ; 
Now near thy long bone, to be rank'd vith tlie shades. 
Give over to frisk it with bosom young maids. 
And, AirrowM with wrinkles, profanely to shroud 
Those bright constellations with age's dark cloud. 

What Pholoe well, with a decency free. 
Might practise, sits ankward, O Chloris, oh thee. 
Like her, whom the timbrel of Bacchns arouses. 
Thy daughter may better lay siege to the houses 
Of youthful gallants, while she wantonly g^bols. 
Of Nothus enamour'd, like a goat in its rambles ; 
The spindle, the distaff, and wool-spinning thrifty, 
Not musical instruments, fit thee at fifty. 
Nor roses impurpled enriching the breese. 
Nor hogsheads of liquor drunk down to the lees. 



Digitized by Google 



ODES, BOOK in. t(» 

ODE XVI. 
TO MiECEKAS. 



OF watchhil dogs an Odfons ward 
Might well one hapless virgin guard. 
When in a tower of brass iinmiur*d» 
And by strong gates of oak secured. 
Although by mortal gallants lewd 
With all their midnight arts pursued, 
Had not great JOve and Venus fair' ^. 
Laugh'd at her father's hiiitless care; 
For well they knew no fort could hold 
Against a god transforro'd to ftold. 

Stronger than thundePs winged force 
AlUpowefful gold can speed its course, 
Through watchful guards its passage make^ 
And loves through solid walls to break ; 
From gold the overwhelming woes. 
That crush'd the Grecian augur, rose; 
Philip with gold through ciUes broke, 
And rival monarchs fe)t his yoke; 
Cftptains of ^ips to gold are slaves. 
Though fierce as their own winds and waves^ 
Yet anxious care, and thiri^t of more. 
Attend the still increasing store. 

While you in humble rank appear, 
Oracing the knighthood that you wear. 
By your example taught, I dread 
To raise the far conspicuous head. 
The more we to ourselves deny, 
The more the gods our wants supply* 
Far from the quarters of the great, 
Happy, though naked, I retreat. 
And to th' unwishing few with joy 
A blest and bold tieserter fly, 
Possest of wAat the great despise. 
In real, richer pomp I rise, 
F2 
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Th«n if, from faar ApalU*ft plain, 
I stored in heaps the varions grun. 
While, of the wealthy mass secare. 
Amidst the rich abundance poor. 

The streamlet, flowing through my ground ; 
Hie wood, which a few acres bound; 
The little farm of Icindlj soil, 
Nor faithless to its master's toil. 
Shall tell the consul, whose domain 
Extends o'er Afric's fertile plain. 
Though of his envied lot possest. 
He ne*er shall be like Horace blest. 

Though nor the fam'd Calabrian bee 
Collect its golden sweets for me ; 
For me no Formian vintage grows^ 
With mellowed warmth where Bacchus flows ; 
Nor on the verdant Gallic mead 
My flocks of richer fleeces feed : 
Tet am I not with want opprest. 
Which vainly seeks the port of Test, 
Nor would thy bounteous hand deny 
My larger wishes to supply: 
But while those wishes I restrain, 
Further I stretch my small doibain 
Than could I distant kingdoms join. 
And make united empires mine : 
For sure the state of man is such. 
They greatly want, who covet much : 
Then h^py he, whom Heaven has fed 
With frugal but sufficient bread. 
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ODE XVII. 

TO X.UVS LAMIA. 

IC^lIVSt whose ancient lineage iprings 
■^^ Fk-om Lamas, founder of the name 
(From yrhom a sacred line of kings 
Shines through the long records of fame. 

From whom th*illnstrions race arose. 
Who first possessM the Formian towers, 

And reign'd where Liris smoothly flows 
To fair Marica's marshy shores), 

If the old shower-foretelling rrow 

Croak not her boding note in vain, 
To-morrow's eastern storm shall strow 

The woods with leaves, with weeds the main. 

Then pile the fuel while you may. 
And cheer your spirit high with wine ; 

Give to your slaves one idle day, 
And feast upon the fatted swiue. 
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ODE XVIII. 

TO FAUHUS. 

FAUNUS, who with (;ager flame 
Chase the Nymphs, thy flying geme. 
If a tender kid distain,. 
Bach returning year, thy fane, 
If with wine we raise the soul 
(Social Venus loves the bowl). 
If thy consecrated afarine 
Smoke with odours, — breath divine ! 
Gently traverse o'er my bounds. 
Gently through my sunny grounds. 
Gracious to my fleecy breed, 
Sporting o'er the flowery mead. 
See my flocks in sportive vein 
Frisk it o'er the verdant plain, 
When through winter's gloom thy day 
Festal shines, the peasants p)ay 
On the gras5y->matted soil. 
Round their oxen, free from toil. 
See the wolf forgets his prey, 
With my daring lambs to play ; 
See the forest's bending head 
At thy feet its honours shed. 
While with joyful foot the swain 
Beats the glebe he plough'd with pain. 
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rnEN Iniehajt Ti-ijn^d t* th«! is Botoriooi, 
When ilftiii far bin coLintry was Ckidm* ttte 

When gov^era'd iheoiorarcbft from Ppleaa descend ed ; 
WhcD T«iy was bffllegad. pnd *o bmviily liefcDdedj 
But «herfl the best ciuan, or what it m^r cmc ft. 
Or how we duj wwm the L«OE wiiitw and froity* 
Or temper our water *iUi embers so glowiot* 
All I TdepTmv here thoa urt stmngely uDknowing. 
liere^s & bumper to Midnight; to I^una'a first 

A third to our Irlend in his post flfdivintog. 
Come fiU nv tlie bowl, then fiSJ up yoar hampers. 
Let tlifoe, or thrice thrce^ b* the jovial of mimbprs. 
'Die poet, enriptut^dn sure never refuses 
Hiilirinimers thn« thrne UJhiafldd-atimher'd MusciS 
Bat the Grftccij in asked avmplicity cM^tious, 
Are afraid* more than threfl mifiht to quarrels dc- 

bauth ns^ 
Oay fmlic, and mirth, to madDeaa shftlt fire n* ; 
Why breath fs not the flute, then, with joy to inspire iisf 
Whj han^ on the waU, id silence dolorousp 
The wft-5wellinj? pipe and the hnutbny sonormw! 
I hate il) th* i\zves, who «* apirini; of lnlwnr: 
Give u* roses abundatit, snd let our old neighbour, 
With his damseL illsaited to such an old fellow* 
ETiin batst with hi* emfy to hear tis «o tnfllow. 
Poor Horace in flamea, how ilowly consumiog I 
For Gljcer* burns, wblls Cb!oB the hlooming 
Her Telephus courti, who-ie iressea are beaming, 
Ai *re the bright myi from Vesperus streamini. 
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TO I^TBAHUS. 

FrRRHUB, JOB tempt a duigar high, 
WKen jott would 8te*l from angry li. 
ooew her cubs, and soon shall fly 
Inglorious. 
What wars of horrid fbnn arise, ■ 
Throng crowds of lovers when she flies -^ 
To aedt her boy, and snmtch the prise, . 
Victorious ! 

You shoot; she whets her tusks to bite; 
While he, who sits to judge the fight, . 
Treads on the palm with foot so white. 

Disdainful; 
And sweetly floating in the air. 
Wanton he spreads hu fragrant hair, 
Uke Ganymede, or Kireus fair, . 

And.vainful. 
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ODE XXI. 
TO HIS CASK. 

GENTLE CftsV of mellow wine, 
Apd of f qua] ag^ with JDma; 
Whether joii to broils or mirth, 
Or to miridiD^ lova ^Ite hirtli; 
Or the toper^s temples Bteep 
Sweetly in ambrosial aleFp; 
For whatever Tiirloiia uan 
Tdu preicrve the iifaoaeD joicev 
Wijrth J of jome fest*l hour» 
Kow th^ hdarj vinUse pflur: 
Come — CorviDui, f[ue;»t divloft, 
Bids me drew the Bmoothot wine* 

Though witli science deep imbued^ 
He, not like n Cynk ruilfii 
Tb«s rfespvieg ; for of old V 

CatoY virtue, we are t«ld, I 

OfteD witii a bumper gUw^d* I 

And with aotial raptures AowM^ / 

Yoa by gentle torttirftB olt 
Melt hard tempers into soft; 
Y011 strip off tbe gTSTe disguise 
From the counselA of the wisei 
Add vitii Eiiccbua, blithe and gujf, 
Brijig them to tile fate of d^y. 
Hop< by thee, fair fiifitive ! 
Bidi the wretched stnva to live; 
To the tieggar jou diipett^u 
He&Tt and bnow of coDfideoce^ 
Waim'd by thee, he scorns to feai 
Tyrant's frown or Kildier's spesr, 

BacchfU bo&B, and Yenus hir 
(If the come with che«rrul air}, 
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And the Graces, charming bandf 
Ever dancing hand in hand ;* 
And the living taper's flame, 
Shell prolong thf pttrpl^e stream. 
Till returning Phoebus bright 
Puts the la^y stars to flight. 
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ODEXXIL 
TO DIANA. 

OF groves and tnoimtnnB gnardiaa nfid, 
InvokM by three m jtteriout naSnei ; 
Goddess threo-form'd, whose willing sid 
With grecioas |M>w'r appears displayed, 
From death to save oar pregnant dames : 

To thee I covsecrate the pioe, 
That nodding waves my villa round. 

And here, beneath thy hallow'd shrine, 

Yearly shall bleed a festal swine. 
That meditates the side-long woond. 
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- ODE xxni. 

TO PHIDYLE. 

TF on tfate new-born moon, with htnds tupUw, 
'- My Phidyle, Iftborions rustic, fMrays; 
If she with incense, and a ravening swine. 
And yearly fruits, her household gods appease. 

Nor pestilential storm shall smite her vines, 
Kor barren mildew shall her harvests fiear; 

Kor shall her flocks, when the sad year dedines. 
Beneath its fruitage, feel th' autumnal air. ~ 

Let the devoted herds, that lowing feed 
In snow-topt Algidon's high-branching wood. 

Or the fair kine of rich Albania, bleed, 
And stain the pontiff's hallow'd axe with |>Iood ; 

The little gods, around thy sacred fire, 
No vast profusion of the victim's g<Nre, 

But pfiant myrtle wreaths alone require. 
And fragrant herbs, the pinus, rural store. 

A grateful cake, when on the hallow'd shrine 
0£Eer'd by hands that know no guilty stain, 

Shall reconcile th' offended powers divine. 
When bleeds the pompous hecatomb in vain. 
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ODE XXIV. 
AOAINSrr MIS£RS. 



TIIOITGET of Ih'imrifled jrulct poiatii 
OF gorg;i^ou4 Ind, smd! Arahj div bleit j 
Though with hfwi}, iitiiMy roek» ycm r*ife 
Your hsuffhty jtruttuT« midst ih' mdignaat teu^ 

Yet, iMn as Fate ahalf rsnitid 5 our liftftd, 
WitJi 3diinH»nltHe itreagth, its turfom npfend, 

Kot the dictator's power ^haiJ jave 
Tour Kjul ftmn fear, yonr body from tlie grave* 

n*ppy thf ScjlhitittS houMles* traio ! 
Who roll tliHr vaj[rBiit dwoUUfi^ o'er tbfrpbio; 

H^ppy the'Gfit«9 fiertB and brave. 
Whotn ao lix'ti Uwa of pTttperty eniUve; 

While tjpen stande tbc golden jtrfcin, 
The free-born fraiUfe of tW nnbouoded (sluiUt 

SuccP'eding yearly to tl>e tall, 
Tliey plough with equal tail?* the public soil. 

IiHgI tbera the guiltless siep-cljime knows 
Tlie tialefol draufitit Tor orphans to rompoie; 

No wire htgh-portioa'd rules her spouw, 
Oi tf lists her ?sfpnc(?d lover^ faitlitess vow*; 

The lovpra there for dowry cUitw 
The fether's Tirtu* mid the motlier'a fume, 
_ That daTM not hrfiali the nuptial tie, 
Ftiiluted {-rime ( whoftt panioft is ta die, 

O that stirso patriot, wise und itood. 
Would Jtop thia impious thirst of civil btocMl. 

And Joy OQ etutuea to b«hct]d 
His pame. the Fithfr of the State, emoird! 

Oh 1 let him quell our spreadias shamen 
And live to latest times an honoured uBine. 

Thou(,h li*iae Virtue we despise, 
W« follow her, when dead, with envlou* eyes. 

Biit whf^elbrv do we ihua dompiaiiir 
Jf Justice wtiTber Hvful fw»rd in v*tBf 
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And what are laWs, anless obeyM 
By the same moral virtues they were made? 

If neither baming heats extreme, 
Where eastern Phoebns darts his fiercest bean, 

Kor where Uie northern tempest blows, 
And fireeses down to earth th' eternal snows, 

Kor the wild terrors of the main 
Can daunt the merchant, and his voyage restrain ; 

Xf want, ah dire disgrace ! we fear, ^ 
Trom thence with vigour act, with patience bear. 

While Virtue's paths untrodden He, 
Those paths that lead us upwards to the sky i 

Oh ! let us consecrate to Jbve 
(Rome shall with shouts the pious deed af^rore) 

Our gems, our gold, pernicious store ! 
Or plunge into the deep the baleful ore. 

If you indeed your crimes detest. 
Tear forth, u|Ht>oted from the youthful breast. 

The seeds of each deprav'd desire. 
While manly toils a firmer soul inspire. 

Kor knows our youth, of noblest race. 
To mount the manag'd steed, or urge the^chase; 

More skill'd in the mean arts of vice. 
The whiiiing troque, or law-forbidden dice: 

And yet his worthless heir to raise 
To hasty wealth, the peijur'd sire betrays 

His partners, co-heirs, and his firiends ; . 
But, while in heaps his wicked wealth ascends. 

He is not of his wish possest. 
There's something wanting still to make him blest. 
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ODE XXV. 
TO BACCHUS. 

WHlTUERi ill SBCTe€l f:c&tiiiy, 
Bu:c>tuSii when fuK cf tLy dtviQity, 
D&*t ihfia traiuport mef Tq what glid^i? 

In wltat r««»rB fitivll J ral&« 
Mj voice Ki Bwred C«3Dr'B death 1*5* frniK, 

Amid the sUn to hid him shinc^ 
Hattk'd in llie cauhcila of th* fwwcn ditflna^ 

SoTijB bolder soci shall wak* tha lyfffj 
Aod aouQds unknown it4 irrmbline strings iQipire. 

ThuA qVr the iterpf itioijnliiii&*» height, 
Starting ftioTii sl*qj, thy prieatwa lakes hfr fliKbt; 

Amaz'd bcholcb th« ThrRci»a sooira. 
With l^Dguid Jitri'anjs where icy Heber f!ows> 

Or Rhodope's higlv toweimg bemd. 
Where f ma tic choir* horbarian mtaigres trtwi. 

O'er pBtUlew iocktn through tonel^f iroves^ 
With wh*i d«Liiht my rapiut'd ipirit roif»t 

O thou, who rurst the Njaiad's br«ist; 
By wl]Otii the Batcbittstlinii maidi, posatst 

With savrcd rije iusplr'd bj iheCj 
Tenr from the bursting glebe th' uprooted tr«e, 

KoLhing or iow^ or me&ji, I blog. 
No mon«l lound shhli shake the iWoUine strmg. 

ilie ventur&us theme mj s&ul alarms p 
But warm'd by thee the ihoughi of diuiget tbirjn* 

Wbeu vine-crowo'd B^^cchns lead* tlic w»ji 
Wliat can bii during votariea dismay? 
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ODE XXVI. 

TO VENUS. 

I LATELY wi» .fit to be caU'4 »pon doty. 
And gallaaUy foaght in the service of beauty : 
But now crown'd with conquest t hfng up my arms. 
My harp, that campaigned it in midnight alarms: 
Here fix on this wall, here my ensigns of wars, • 
By the statue of Venus, my torches and bars, . 
And arrows, which, threaten'd, by Cupid their li^e. 
War, wat^on all doors that dare hold out a si^ie. 
O goddess of Cyprus, aad Meiiq)his, that kiraw 
Kor the coldness or weight of love>chiUin^ snow. 
With a highrlifted stroke, yet gently severe. 
Avenge me on Chloe, the proud and the fair. 
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ODE XXVII. 
TO OALAT£A. 

FIERCE from her cobs the raveb!ti| foi, * 

Or «otr from sxtpp LnnuviAn TOtka, 
Or preso'ibC bitch, or cbwttprmg jay, 
TlUnneti'^d, BBHie the wicked aa Ihtir waj; 

Serpents, Uke arrow*, sideloaf thwart 
The roftd, ani m^ltfl their hones fUrt. • 

Tot tho»F 1 Iotb, with wxtout fear • 

I «ew the dflut>triil skies, a pro dent aeet, 

And bid the chftntiDg raven riae 
When Phrebw gild* his Ofient skies, 
Bre tp^ds th« abpwtr feoding crow 
To ]Bke», whose UnguiJ waters ceuae to flev. 

Rippf maj GftSntca prove, 
T*or yet wnmiDdfiil of our lots. 
For now no luckJcis pyc preTmili, 
Hof ™grT*nt crow forbida the swelimg latli. 

Yet see what stonna tuaaultunns riae. 
While prone Orion sweeps the skies* 
I know tlie AdriACic mam. 
And western windi, perfidiously sereae. 

But mey the riling lempeit shako 
Our foes, and drpadful o>f thcai break; 
For Uieoi the biankrqing ocuali roar^ 
And angrj sut^ls lash the trenihling ihortn 

When on her bwU Enropa rode, 
Nor knew she prwVtl th' iniperi«l «od» 
Bold as vht waa. th' a1frii;hted maid 
The iotlijic aMO*tars ot Uhj deep iOTT^'d. 
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Late for the rural nymphs she chote 
Each flower, a garlaad to compose, 
But now, beneath the gloom <^ night, 
Views nought but Bea»,«Mi stars of feeble light. 

Soon as she touched the Cretan shore, 
Mj sire, she cries,-— ah! mine no more. 
For every pious, tender name 
Is madly lost in this destructive flume. 

Where am I, wretched and undone? 
And shall a single death atone 
A virgin's crime i Or do my fears 
Deplore the guilty deed with waldag tears ^ 

Or am I yet, ah ! pure from shame» 
Mock'd by a vain, delusive dream? 
Could I my springing flowerets leave. 
To tempt through l^i^th of seas the fidthlesswave? 

Willie thus with just revenge possest, 
How could I tear that monstrous beast! 
How could I break, by rage inspir'd. 
Those horns, alas ! too fondly once udmtr'd ! 

tameless, my fiithef'»gods I fly ; 
Shameless, and yet I fear to die. 
Hear me, some gracious, heavenly power. 
Let lions fell this naked corse 'devour. 

My cheeks ere hollow wrMrles seise. 
Ere yet their rosy bloom decays, 
While youth yet rolls its vital flood. 
Let tigers fiercely riot in my blood. 

But hark f I hear my father ery, 
Make haste, unhappy maid, to die. 
And if a pendent fate you choose. 
Your faithful gh-dle gives the kindly noose; 

Or, if you like a headlong death. 
Behold the pointed rocks beneath; 
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Or idnnge into the rapid wave, 
Vor live on haughty Usks, a spinster slave, 

Some mde barbariao's ooaaakine, 
Bom as thou art of royal line. 
Here the perfidioaa-smiling dame 
And idle Cupid to the mourner came ; 

Awhile chenllied with the^air, 
Then with « grave and aerioua^ir, 
lindalge, she cries, thy rage so mere, 
This odiena bnU shaN yield him to thy pow«r. 

Tet aigh ao wMwe, tut (hinic of tove. 
For know, thou art the wife of Jove; 
Then leMti to hear jthy future fame, 
When earth's wMe continent shall hoast thy 
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oi>E xxvni. 

TO LYDB. 

SAY. whH <M1 1 d« OB tbe imtMl day 
Of NeptaM i Come, Lyde, withoat more delay. 
And broach the good creature, ioTaolted that lies, 
Cast off all nurrtf and be oMrry and wise. 
The evening approaches, yon see, from yon hill; 
And yet, as if Phoebns, thongh winged, stood still. 
Ton dally to bring us » cnp of the best, 
€ondeaB>d, liKs its eonsnl, ignobly to rest. 

With voices alternate, the sea^tent Ung^ 
And the Kerdds, with ringlets of arare, well sing. 
From the 8weet>sounding shell thy hand shall arabe 
Latona's, and swift>darting Cyntffia's praise. 
The gsy-smiling goddess of lore and delight, 
Who mles over Cnidos, and Cyclades bright. 
And guiding her swans with a soft silken rein 
RevisiU her Paphos, shad crown the glad strain. 
Then to the good Night, while bumpers elate as. 
We'll sing a ftrewel, and a decent qvietos. 
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ODE XXIX. 
TO MAECENAS. 

DESCENDED from an ancient line. 
That once the Tuscan aceptre swaj'd. 
Baste thee to meet the generoos wine. 

Whose piercing is for thee delay'd ; 
For thee the fragrant essence flows. 
For thee, Msecenas, breathes the Mooming rose. 

From the delights, oh! break away. 
Which Tiber's marshy prospect yields, 

Vor with uDceasiog joy survey 
Fair £sula's declining fields; ^ 

Jfo more the verdant hills admire 
Of Telegon, who kill'd his aged sire. , 

Instant forsake the joyless feast. 

Where appetite in surfeit dies. 
And from the towered structure haste, 

That proudly threatens to the skies ; 
Fh>m Rome and its tumultuous joys. 
Its crowds, and smoke, and opulence, and noise. 

Where health-preserving plainness dwells. 

Nor sleeps upon the Tyrian dye. 
To frugal treats, and humble cells. 

With grateful change the wealt)iy fly. 
Such scenes have chann'd the pangs of care. 
And smooth'd the clouded forehead of despair. 

Andromeda^s conspicuous sire 
Now darts his iiidden beams from far; 

The Lion shows his maddening fire, 
And barks fierce Procyon's raging star. 

While Phoebus, with revolving ray, 
Brings back the burnings of the thirsty day. 
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Fftinting beneath the Vireltering heat. 
To cooling streams and breesy shades 

The shepherd and his flocks retreat. 
While rostic Sjrhrans seek the glaudes. 

Silent the brook its borders laves. 
Nor curls one vagrant br«ath of wind the wares. 

Bat yon for Rome's koperial state 
Attead with e«er^a«chM eare. 
Or, for the werM's uncertain fate 

Alarm'd, widi ceaseless terrors fear; 
Anxious what eastern wars impsBd, 
Or what the Scythians in tiieir pride intend. 

But Jove, in goodness ever wise. 
Hath hid, in clouds of depthless night, 

All that in future prospect lies. 
Beyond the ken of mortal sight, 

And laughs to see vain man opprest 
With idle fears, and more than man distrest. 

Then wisely form the present hour; 

Enjoy the bliss that it bestows; 
The rest is all beyond ow power. 

And like the diangefol Tiber Hows, 
Who now beneath his banks subsides. 
And peaceful to hu native ocean glides: 

But when desoeads a sodden shower 
And wild provokes his s^ent Aood, 

The mountains hear the torrent roar. 
And echoes shake the noghbouring wood. 

Then swollen with rage he sweeps away 
Uprooted trees, herds, dwellings, to the sea. 

Happy the man, and he sdMM, 

Who master of hiasadf can say. 
To-day at least hath been my own. 

For I have clearly IhrVl tOKlay: 
Then let to-morrow's elonds arise. 
Or purer sons e'erH»read dM cfaeeiAil skiM. 
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Hot Jove himself can now make void 
The jo J, that wing'd the flying hour; 

The certain hlessing once enjoyed. 
Is safe beyond the godhead's power; 

Nought can recall the acted scene, 
What hath been, spite of Jove himself, hatli been. 

Bot Fortune, ever-changing dame, 

Indulges her malicious joy. 
And constant {days her haughty gane. 

Proud of her office to destroy ; 
To-day to me her bounty flows, 
And now to others she the blisa bestows. 

I can appland herVhile she st'ay^ ; 

But if she shake her rapid wiags, 
I can resign with careless ease 

The richest gifts her fAv««r brings. 
Then folded lie in virtoe's aroas, 
And honest poverty's undowcr'd ^afrms. 

Though the mast howl beneath the wktd, 

I make no mercenary prayers, 
Nor with the gods a bargain bind 

With future vows, and atreaming teariy 
To save my wealth from adding more 
To boundless ooean's avaricious store: 

Then in my little barge I'll udep 

Secure antd the feamy wave. 
Calm will I stem the threeiteiiing tide* 

And fearless all its tnmoUs brav«; 
Even then perbapa some kinder gale. 
While the twui stara appeas^ sUU m my joyful sail. 
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ODE XXX. 

TO MELPOMENE. 

MORE darmble than brass, the firamt 
Which here I consecrate to fiune; 
Higher than pyramids that rise. 
With royal pride, to brave the skies; 
Nor years, though numberless the train. 
Nor flight of seasons, wasting rain. 
Nor winds, that loud in tempests break. 
Shall eVr ito firm foundation shake. 
Nor shall the funeral pyre consume 
My fame; that nobler part shall bloom. 
With youth unfading shall improve. 
While to th* immortal fane of Jove 
The Vestal maids, in silent state 
Ascending, on the pontiff wait. 

With rapid course and deafening waves 
Where Aufidns impetuous raves. 
And where a poor, enervate stream 
From banish'd Daunns takes its name, 
0*er warlike realms who fix*d hit throne. 
Shall Horace, deathless bard, be knowa. 
Who first attempted to inspire 
With Grecian sounds the Roman lyre. 
With conscious pride, O Muse divine. 
Assume the honours jnstly thine ; 
With laurel wreaths my head surround, 
S«eh a» the god of verse have cfowo'd. 
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ODE I. 

TO VENUS. 

AGAIN new tamults fira my brMst? 
Ah spare me, Venus, let thy suppliant rest. 

I em no more, alas ! the swain 
I was in Cynara's indulgent reign. 

Fieree mother of the Lores, no more 
Attempt to bend me to thy charming power, 

Harden'd with age; but swift repair 
Where youth invokes thee with the sootiiing prayef. 

Would yon inflame, with young desire, 
A bosom worthy of thy purest fire. 

To Paul us guide, a welcome guest. 
Thy purple swans, and revel in his breast. 

Of nobte Wrth, and graceful made, 
' Nor silent when affliction claims his aid. 

He, with a hundred conquering arts. 
Shall wave thy banners wide o*er female hearts. 

When more sucoessful he shall prove, 
And laugh at rivals, who with gifts make love. 

Thou in a citron dome shalt stand, 
Form*d by the sculptor's animating hand. 

There shall th* abundant incense flame, 
And thou transported quaff the rising steam ; 

There shall the powers of music join. 
And raise the song with harmony divine; 

There shall the youths and virghis pay 
T« thee their grateful offerings twice »4ay, 
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Like SalUn priests the dance shall lead. 
And many a masj measure round thee tread. 

For me, alas ! those joys are o*er. 
For me the vernal garUad blooms no more ; 

No more the feats of wine I prove. 
Nor the delusive hopes of mutual love. 

Yet why, ah ! fair-one, still too dear. 
Steals down my cheek th' iuvolnntary tear? 

Or why thus falter o*er my tongue 
The words, which once hara oii i o us pomr'd along ? 

Swift through the |elds, and flowing streams, 
I follow thee in visionary dreams; 

Now, now I seise, I clasp thy cha^s. 
And DOW you burst, ah eruel ! from my arms. 
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ODE n. 

TO ANTONIUS 1ULU8,. 

HE, who to Fiadar's beiglit atttmptt torne, 
Like Icaras, iriA ^mnvm pinioM trie* 
His yrtrfeti wf, and from the vestnrout theme 
Filing shall teave to aaore aeaa Irie o«ne. 

Aa mhtm a^river, awoUeii by soMen showers, 
0*er its knowa»anks fr— a somos to ep mouatain poors, 
So in profound uaneasarable soaf 
The deep-moMtfa'd Pindar, ibanitif , pours idong. 

Well jie deaenres ApoHo'a laoref d erown, 
lIThether aew words he roll* earapMf'd down 
ImpetMM* through the DithyramWc strains; 
Itoe from ttU laws, h«t what himaelf ordains ; 

Whether in lofty tone sublime he aing* 
The imoMttal gods, or fod-deacended kings. 
With death deservM who smote the Centaurs dire, 
And qoeoch'd the fierce ClthBasra's breath of fire ; 

Or wAiem th' Olympic palm, celestial prise! 
Victorious crewM, and raiaes to the skies, 
Wrestler or steed^with honours, that outlive 
The morUl fame which thousand statues give; 

Or mourns some hapless youth in plaintive lay, 
From his fond, weeping bride, ah ! torn away ; 
His manners pure, his courage, and his name, 
Snatch'd from the grave, he vindicates to feme. 

Thus, when the Theban swan attempts the skies, 
A nobler gale of rapture bids him rise ; 
But like a bee. which through the breesy grove* 
With feeble wing and idle murmurs roves, 

Sits on the bloom, and wiUi unceasing toil 
Frov thyme sweetrbreathing culls his flowery spoil ; 
So I, weak bard ! round Tibur's lucid spring. 
Of humbler strain laborious verses siug. 

TIs thine with deeper hand to strike the lyre. 
When Caesar shall his raptur'd bard inspire. 
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' And crov&M with Uvrel, well-eftrn*d UMed of war. 
Drag the fierce Gaol at his triorapbal car ; 

Than whom the gods tt«*er gav^ or boonteova I^ate, 
To fanman kind a gift more good or great. 
Kor from the treasures shall again unf<4d, 
Thoogh time roll backward to his ancient gold. 

Be thine the festal dajs, the city's joys. 
The Fomm sUenc'd from litigious noise. 
The public games for Cssar safe restored, 
A UMsing oft wiHi pious vows imptePd. 

Then^if my voice can reach Um glorious theme ; 
Then will I sing, amid the loud acclaim 
** Hail, brightest sun; in Rome's fiidr annals Mac ; 
C«sar returns— eternal praise be thine." 

As the procession awful moves along* 
Let shouts of triumph fiU our joyful song ; 
Bepeated shouts of triumph Rome shall raise. 
And to the bounteous gods our altars Uaae. 

Of thy fair herds twice ten shall grateful Meed, 
While I, with pious care, one steeriin^g fieed: 
Wean'd from the dam, o*er pastures large he reres. 
And for my vows his rising youth he proves: 

His horns like Luna's bending fires appear. 
When the third night she rises to her sphere ; » 
And, yellow all the rest, one spot there glows 
Full in bis front, and bright as winter anowt. 
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ODE m. 

TO MELPOMENE. 

HE, on whose natel hour UMrqveen 
Of vtrso hftth imird* shall never grace 
The kthmian gauntlet, or be seen 
First in the itaa*d Olympic race: 
He shaU not after toils of war. 

And taming haoghty monarchs' pride, 
With lanrerd brows conspieooos ftur. 

To Jove's Tarpeian temple ride: 
B«t him, the streams which warWing flow 
. Rich Tibur's fertile vales along. 
And shadj groves, his haunts, shall know 

The master of th' £olian song. 
The sons of Eome, majestic Rome! 

Have placed me in tlie poe^s quire, 
And Envy, now or dead or dumb. 

Forbears to blame what they admire. 
Goddess of the sweet-sounding lute. 

Which thy harmonious touch obeys. 
Who canst the finny race, though mute. 

To cygnet's dying accents raise. 
Thy gift it is, that all, with ease. 

Me prince of Roman lyrics own ; 
That, while I live, my numbers please, 
If pleasing, is thy gift alone. 
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0©E IV. 

THE ifRAISSS 01 DRVSUS. 

L 45 the miyfltUc bird ^f toweraif kiMl» 

1^ Who lean the thiwdtt (bfough th* ethereal 



(To iirhom tb» m^nareh of tfao god« usifa'^ 
Dominion o'er lb* vftgnunt^ feathec^d racer 
His faith approved* nhen to the distant skits 
From Ida's top he bore the Phsygiaa prwe) 

Sprui^ from his aest, hf sprightly youth insptr'd, 

Fledg'd, and ezisltMig i» his native mightv 

Noviee to loUs; boft,^ as the denda retired. 

And gentler gales peomfc^d m boklei iltght» 

On sailing wings tlwovgh yicldia^air exploc'd 

Unwonted paths, and pasted whMft ha aoat'd^ 

Anon to nm^ us the flt^etyiaidf 

The flowing ardow ef his jfeistfafui heast 
Pour'd the beah'd fise ; wm mu>n sMtoraly bold 
With talons fictce peecipiunt to dart 
On dragons fell, nkictant m the fnof; 
Such is his thirst for battle, and far prey : 

Or as a Horn tl«-eiigh.the fatest stalks, 

Wean'd by his tawi^dam froai.»aky fbed; 
A goat descries him from her flowery walks. 
First doomM to stain his yoathfaljaws with blood : 
8o Drusus look'd tremendous to hb foes. 
Beneath the frosen height of Alpine snows. 

The Rhcetian bands beheld him such in war: 

Those daring bands, who with triumphant joy 
Were wont to spread their baneful terrors far, 
Tam*d by the conduct of the martial boy. 
Felt what tnie couraj;e C4>uld achieve, when led 
Bv bright example, and by virtue bred ; 
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Felt hew Angnstw wWi jMtsmal auml 

Fir*d Um yomug lie«M»«» kerok: ik«rfs, 
The bf««» Mid g*od aw ropim^of their kmd : 
In sleen l«taorio«9^ aad i» feMitras steeds 
Wd kraee their nresc nor ca&tiM birtf ofJvrt, 
Intrepid, ime^ hcfit th' ■pi n M l i ke 4&w9* 

Yet sage instrvctiona, la> refine the soul 

And raiae tiie ffaalns* ir en d r w w ai# i mpm , 
Conveytag, inwapd es they pvraly relf. 
Strength to the mhid, and vigour te the freart: 
When monda fa, tb» sUiaa ef viee disgrace 
The fairest iMmounh a»« the noftlest race. 

Bom vamOk tiie grsiniettp of thj rising state" 
Owea t9 tb» Weroes, Rome imperiel, say; 
Witaesa BCetavroa, and tiitf^thnal fate 
Of vamiaMi'd Asdvnha), «rnd tfewt glad dnj, 
MHiich first atiB|M«iovs» as Che darlness fled, 
0*er UMitni* hce a tide of glory «hed; 

Resistlesa in hie rage, before that (hiy 
The Carthaginian with visdictite ire 
Through oar ^ir ctMes org^d hit emel way. 
As throagh- the^pltehy piney destttictive fire 
Devours itv comrse; pr as wfaen^ Bunis raves, 
And howling n#BS the aMNl Sidlian waves. 

The Roman yo«th^ improving by ttiefr toils, ' 

Vlth better Me now wield the vengefal sword. 
And see those te»ple9> whteh were once the spoils 
Of Tyi4aB npin^, to their gods restored) 
When fiutMesa Hannibal at length expressed 
The boding sovfows of Ms anxions breast r 

," like sUgs, of coward kind, the destin'd prey 

Of ravening wolves, we unprovok'd defy 
These, whom to baffle is our fairest play. 
The richest triumph we can boast, to fly. 
For mark that race, which to the Latian shore 
Their gods, their sons, their sires, iittrepid bore. 
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« That race, long .tostapon the Totcan waves, . 

Are like an pak upon the woodly top 
Of shaded Algidos, embrowned with leaves. 
Which, as keen axes ks green honours lop, 
Through wounds, through losses no deoay can feel. 
Collecting strength and spirit from the steel. 

** Kot Hjdra stronger, when di suw a b ei*d, rose 

Against Alenena's much-enduring son. 

Grieving to find, 4rMn his repeated blows. 

The foe redouMed, and his toil begun; . 

Kor Colchis teem*d, nor BchJonian Thebes 

A feller monster from tiieir bursting glebes. 

** In ocean plunge them, thej easerge mere bright; 

At arms oppose them in the dusty field. 
With routed squadrons they renew the fight. 
And force your yet>unbroken troops to yield. 
And battles wage, to be the future boost 
Of their proud consorts o*er our vanquish'd host. 

'* To lofty Carthage I no more shaUsend 

VaunU of my deeds, and heralds of.my feme ; 
My boundless hopes, alas ! are at an end, - 
With all Che flowing fortan»of our name: 
Those boundless hopes, that flowing fortune, all . 
Are dash'd, and buried in my biother's fell.** 

The Claudian race, those fevourites of the skies. 

No toil shall damp, no fortitude withsland ; 
Superior they to difficulties rise, 
Whom Jove protects with aniadulgeat hand; 
Whom cautious cares, preventing wiles afer. 
Guide ihrottgh the perils of tamultseus war. 
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ODE V. 

TO AUGUSTUS. 

"pROPITIOUS to the sons of Eartii 
^ (Best guardian of the Roman tUte) 
The heavenly powers beheld thy birth, 
And form'd thee glorious, good and gteat; 
Rome and her holy fathers cry. Thy stay 
Was promis'd short, ah! wherefore this delay? 

Come then, auspicious prince, and bring 

To thy long gloomy country, light. 
For in thy countenance the spring 
Shines fbrtii to cheer thy people's sight : 
Then hasten thy return ; for, thou away. 
Nor lustre has the sun, nor joy the day. 

As a fond mother views with fear 
The terrors of the rolling main, 
~" While envious winds, beyond his year, 
From his lov*d home her son detain ; 
To the good gods with fervent prayer she cries. 
And catches every omen as it flies; 

Then anxious listens to the roar 

Of winds, that loudly sweep the sky; 

Kor, fearful, from the winding shore 

Can ever turn her longing eye: 

Smit with as fMthfnl and as fond desires. 

Impatient Rome her absent lord requires. 

Safe by thy cares her oxen graae. 

And yellow Ceres clothes her fields; 
The sailor ploughs the peaceful seas, 
And Earth her rich abundance yields; 
While, noUy consdous of unsullied fame, 
Flair honour dreads th' imputed sense of blame. 
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By thee oar wedded dames are pure 

From foul adultery's embrace ; 
The conscious father views secure 
His own resemblance in bis race: 
Thy chaste example quells tlie spotted deed. 
And to the guilt thy punishments succeed. 

Who shall the faithless Parthian dreadi 

The freezing armies of the Berth« 
The enormous youth, to battle hir«d« 
Whom horrid Germany brings forth? 
Who shall regard the war of cruel Sfiain, 
If Caesar live secure, if Caesar reignl 

Safe in his vineyard toils the hind. 

Weds to the widow'd elm his vine. 
Till the sun sets his hiU behind, 
Then hastens Joyful to his wiae. 
And in his gayer hours of mirth implM-fiS 
Thy godhead to protect and bless his JtQfC»« 

To thee he chants the sacred song. 
To thee the rich libatioB pouva; 
Thee, placM his household i;ods among. 
With solemn, daily prayer adores: 
So Castor and great Hercules -of old 
Were with her gods by grateful Greece eoroU'd. 

Gracious and good, beneath thy reign v 

May Rome her happy hours employ* 
And grateful hail thy just domain 
With pious hymns and festal joy: 
Thus, with the rising sun we sober pray, 
Thtfs, in our wine beneath his set^ng cay. 



{I%e SIXTH ODE wiU be found in*" The Secular 
Poem .•'* see the first « Chorus qfYotUhtimd Fir- 
gina,"* and the succeeding " Mymn to ^SpolAo,**l 
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ODE YII. 

TO TORQUATUS. 

rriHB snow dis»Dke», Uie fid J iU verdure f^pr^dt, 
^ The trres high wnvt in sir timr l«»fy tii-ad&^ 
Earth tir.h th« cbuDi^ ; t^ve riven triJa] le^di^ 
And smoi^tti alo&s their b^akt dc^rreuiD^ tMAv, 
Thp cider Gracp, wit3i h(?r fair ^Aiftrv^lrHin, 
Id aaked bi^mity dancer a'er the pbin. 
TliH circling houit, that sTfiftly winj; Llispir way,' 
And ID their flij^ht coDsticnfi tiie <muHn| dAy ^ 
Tboae circiise iidurs, arnd tit ihe vfiricnt ^ur* 
CDDvince TO,, nothib^ \s iicptortal here. 

[d vrrnft.3 g*les cold wiutKr meU* a-^^ y j 
Aqod 'vasteB the &priJii» in iiHiTftner's UuiBiu^ r*y ^ 
Yet turn m^r dlca in HuttmiLi'b fiuiU'id feiigiip 
And -tilDw-yafi^d Miintei'^ soon leturn?. "nguiu. 
The maon reo^w* twf orb w>th (tqwlng liSht; 
But wheD we siisk iDto tiic depths of bights 
Where nil the anod* tl*e flchn t(>e brave ar* Md/' 
ODr best r&miuDs btc ;LEheB ADd a ahaid?. 

Who kno VI that h««veii, v^ith ever-beuntr on power, 
Shall atfd Co^morfow E<t die pre^Dt houi^ 
The wealth yna give to pE«>bDre otid deJijehC, 
Far from thj raveDing heirsbtU ipeed iU Ftl^htj 
Bot toon aa MLitc»« thrtPD^d in avfui Btbte, 
Shall o'*:r thee speak x\\e salens d wards of Fftt^ 
Nor virtue, blnl^ nur elDquejqci* diviuH, 
Shall bid %hv grave itifjeaiin'd prey reiiga: 
Kor chNtte Diwa from infrTo^l night ♦ 

Could bring h*r modest favooriie back t« li|;1it|^ 
Audi hvlJ-dHcendLDg Theseus tttm-e Id ^aiu 4 

Tu break bii iiFoarDUi frieud'i I««t]ij»n rhitia- ^ 
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ODE vriL 

TO CBNSORtNUS. 

Tl^ITH libeiml heart to every friend 

* ' A bowl or caldron would I send; 
Or tripods, which the Grecians gave, 
Ak rich rewards to heroes brave; 
Nor should the meanest gift be thine. 
If the rich works of art were mine. 
By Scopas or Parrhasius wrought, 
With animating skill who taught 
The shapeless stone with life to glow. 
Or bad the breathing colours flow. 
To imitate, in ex'ery line. 
The form or human or divine. 

But I nor boast the curious store, 
And you nor want, nor wish fbr more; 
Tis yours the joys of versoito know. 
Such joys as Horace can bestow. 
While I can vouch my present's worth. 
And call its every virtue forth. 

Nor columns, which the public raises 
Engrav'd with monumental praise. 
By which the breath of life returns 
To heroes sleeping in their urns; 
Nor Hannibal, when swift he fled, 
His threats retorted on his head; 
Nor impious Carthage wraptin flame. 
From whence great Scipio gainM a 
Such glories round him could diffuse 
As the Calabrian poefs muse; 
And should the bard his aid deny,. 
Thy worth shall unrewarded die. 

Had envious silence left unsung 
The child from Mars and Ilia sprung. 
How had we known the hero's fame. 
From whom the Ronua empire came! 
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The poeff fsvonr, voice, and Ujt, 
Could Xaen* from durkness raise, 
Soatch'd from the Stygian gulft of hell. 
Among the blissful isles to dwell. 

The Mose forbids the brave to die, • 

The Mose enthrones him in the sky: 
Alddes, thus, in heaven h plac'd. 
And shares with Jove th' immortal feast; 
Thas the twtn^tars have .power to save 
The shattered vessel from the wave. 
And vine-crown'd Bacchns with sacoess 
Hb jovial votaries can bleu. 
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ODE IX. 
TO LOLLIUS. 

WHILE with the Gncittn bar&fl vie. 
And raptvr'd tone the social ittias, 
Think not the song shall ever die, 
Which with no vnl^ar art T sing, 
Tliough born where Aufid rolls his sounding stream, 
In lands fta distant from poetic fame. 

What though the Muse her Homer thrones 

High above all th' immorUl choir, 
Kor Piifdar's rapture she disowns. 
Nor hides the plaintive Csean lyre: 
Alctttts strikes the tyrant's soul with dread. 
Nor yet is grave Stesichorus unread. 

Whatever old Anacreon sung, 

However tender was the lay. 
In spite of Time is ever young» 
Nor Sappho's amorous flames decay ; 
Her living songs preserve their charming art; 
Her love still breathes the passions of her heart. 

Helen was not the only fair, 

By an unhappy passion fir'd. 
Who the lewd ringlets of the hair 
Of an adulterous beau admir'd; 
Court arts, gold lace, and equipage have charms 
To tempt weak woman to a stranger's arms. 

Nor first from Teucer's vengeful bow ' 

The feather'd death unerring flew, 
Nor was the Greek the single foe 
Whose rage ill feted Ilion knew 
Greece had with heroes fill'd th* embattled plain, 
Worthy the Muse in her snblimest strain. 
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Kor Hector firtt tianaptrtod heard 

With fierqe deHght the war's aNumu, 
Ifor brave De'iphobae ftppear'd 
Amid the tented field it) anas. 
With gladoQt ardoor prodigal of Hfa, 
To guard a darliag toa and feithfiil wife. 

Before graat Aga»eiDiion miga'd, 

ReignM kings as great as he, and ^ave, 
Whose huge anhitiott's now contained 
In tha small conipase of a graT«; 
In endless night Cbey sleep, unwept, nnknown, 
Ko bard had they to make all time their ow«. 

In «arth if it forgotten lies. 

What is the valoar of the brave? 
What difference, when the coward dies. 
And sinks in silence to his grave ? 
Nor, Lollius, will I not thy praise prodain*. 
But from oblivion vindicate thy fame. 

Nor shall its livid power conceal 

Thy toils— how glorious to the state ! 
How constant to the public weal 
Through all the doubtful turns of fate! 
Thy steady soul, by long experience found 
Erect alike, when Fortune smil'd or frown'd. 

Villains, in public rapine bold, 

Lollius, the just avenger, dread^ 
Who never by the charms of gold. 
Shining seducer, was misled : 
Beyond thy year such virtue shall extend. 
And death alone thy consulate shall end. 

Perpetual magistrate is he. 

Who keeps strict Justice Tull in sight; 
With scorn rejects th' offender's fee, . 
Nor weighs convenience against Hght; 
Who bids the crowd at awful distance gaze. 
And Virtue's arms victoriously displays. 
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Kot h«» of wealth immense pouest. 

Tasteless wiio piles his massy gold. 
Among the namber of the blest 
Shoald have his glorious name enr<^'d; 
He bettef claims the glorious name, who knows 
With wisdom to enjoy what heaven bestows: 

Who knoijrs the* wrongs of want to bear, 

Even in iU lowest, last eztreme ; 
Yet can with conscious virtue fear. 
Far worse than death, a deed of shame; 
Undaunted, for his country or his friend. 
To sacrifice hisiife— O gtorious end ! 
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ODE X 

TO dGITBINUS. 



O CRUEL still, and vain of beavty's < 
When wintry age thy insolence disarms; 
When foil those locks that on thy shonlders play. 
And youth's gay roses on thy cheeks decay; 
"Wlien that smooth face shall manhood's roughness 

wear, 
And in your glass another form appear; 
Ah why^ yoa'll say, do I now vainly bum, 
Or with my wishes not my yoath retnm ? 
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ODE XI. 

' TO PHYLLIS. 

-narUJAf l tww* • ca»k of wioa 

»^ HeU»w*d by samners more than oine; 

Wkh livlMg wreaths to crown our beads 

The farsky's vivid verdure spreads; 

To Msd yoar hair tbe ivy twines. 

With plate my cheerful sidetward shines: 

With vervnin chaste an altar bound. 

Now thirsts for blood; the viotim*s crown'd. 

All hands employM; with busy haste 
My boys and firls prepare our feast; 
Trembliug the pointed flames arise, 
The smoke rolls upward to the skies. 
But why this busy, fesUl care? 
This invitation to my fair? 
This day the smiling month divides. 
O'er which the sea-born queen presides; 
Sacred to mc, and due to mirth, 
' As the glad hour that gave me birth; 
For, when this happy mom appears, 
Maecenas counts a length of years 
To roll in bright succession round, 
With every joy and blessing crown'd. ' 

Gay Telephus exults above 
The humble fortunes of thy love; 
A rich and buxom maid detains 
His captive heart in wiling chains. 

The youth destroy'd by heavenly fire 
Forbids ambition to aspire; 
And Pegasus, who scorn'd to bear 
His earth-bom rider through the air, 
A dre^d example hath supplied 
To check the growth of human pride. 
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And caution my presomptaons fair 
To grasp at things within her sphere. 

Come then, my latest fove (for I 
Shall never for another die), 
Come learn with me to newer lays 
Thy voice of harmony to raise. 
The soothing song and charming air 
Shall lessen every gloomy care. 
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m 

OD§S XU. 

TO VIRGIL. 

/^OMPA'NIONS of thft Springs the Thracian winds 
^ With kindly breath now drive the bark from shore ; 
No frost, with hoary hand, the meadow binds. 
Nor swoln with winter snow the torrents roar. 

The swallow, hapless bird ! now builds her nes^ 
And in complaining notes begins to sing, 

That, with revenge too cruelly possest. 
Impious she punish'd an incestuous king. 

Stretched on the springing grass the shepherd swain 

His reedy pipe with rural music fills ; 
The god, who guards his flock, approves the strain. 

The god, who loves Arcadia's gloomy hills. 

Virgil, 'tis thine with noble youths to feast; 

Yet, since the thirsty season calls for wine. 
Would you a cup of generous Bacchus taste. 

Bring you the odours, and a cask is thine. 

Thy little box of spikenard shall produce 
A mighty cask, that in the cellar lies; 

Big with large hopes shall flow th' inspiring juice. 
Powerful to sooth our griefs, and raise our joys. . 

If pleasures such as these can charm thy soul. 
Bring the gli>d merchandise, with sweets replete; 

Nor empty-handed shall you touch the bowl. 
Nor do I mean like wealthy folk to treat. 

Think on the gloomy pile's funereal flames. 
And be no more with sordid lucre blind; 

Mix a short folly with thy labour'd schemes ; 
'TIS joyous folly, that unbends the mind. 
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ODE Xllf . 
TO lVce. 

THE gods, the gods have heard my prayer: 
See, Lyce, see that hoary hair, 
Yet you a toast would shine: 
Tou impudently drink and joke, 
And with a broken voice provoke 
Desires no longer thine. 

Cupid, who joys in dimple sleek, 
Now lies in blooming Chia's cheek, 

Who tunes the melting lay ; 
From blasted oaks the wanton flies, 
Scar'd at thy wrinkles, haggard eyes, 

And head snow'd o'er with gray. 

Uor glowing purple* nor the blaae 
Of jewels, can restore the days, 

To thee those days of glory. 
Which, wafted on the wings of time, 
Even from thy birth to beauty's prime. 

Recorded stand in story. 

Ah ! whither is thy Venus fled? 

That bloom by nature's cunning spread ? 

That every graceful art? 
Of her, of her, what now remains. 
Who breath'd the loves, who charm'd the swains, 

And snatch'd me from my heart? 

Once happy maid ! in pleasing guiles 
Who vied with Cynara in smiles. 

Ah ! tragical survival ! 
She glorious died in beauty's bloom, 
While cruel Fate defers thy doom 

To bo the raven's rival : 
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That youths, in fervent wishes bold, 
Not without laughter may behold 

A torch, whose early fire 
Could every breast ^with lore inflame, 
Kow faintly spread a sickly gleam, 

And^ a smoke «x^irt. 
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ODE XIV. 

TO AUGUSTUS. 

TTOW shall onr holy senate's care, 
■■^ Or Rome with grateful joy prepare 
Thy monumeDtal honours, big with fane,. 
And in her festal annals eternise thy name i 

O thou, where Sol with varied rays 
The habitable globe surveys. 
Greatest of princes, whose vindictive war 
First broke tV unconquer'd Gaul to thy triumphal 
car! 

For when thy legions Drusus led, 
How swift the rapid Breuni fled ! 
The rough Genauni fell, and, rais'd in vain 
Tremendous on the Alps, twice overwhelm'd tixt ' 
plun 

Their haughty towers. With just success 
While the good gods thy battle bless. 
Our elder Nero smote with deep dismay 
The Bha^ans huge of bulk, and broke their firm array. 

Conspicnoas in the martial strife. 
And nobly prodigal of life, * 
With what prodigious ruins he oppress'd ' 
For glorious liberty the death^devoted breast! 

As when the Pleiads rend the skies 
In mystic dance, the winds arise, 
And work the seas untamM; such was the force. 
With which through spreading fires he spurr'd his 
foaming hone. 

So branching Aufidus, who laves 

The DamOan realmS| fier^ rvUs his wares* 
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When to the golden laboure of the swain 
He meditates ^is wrath, and deluges the plain. 

As Clandins, with impetaofos mightt 
Broke thrbngh the iron ranks of fight; 
lYom front to refr Ute bloodles,s victor sped, 
Mow'd down th* embattled field, and wide the 
slaughter spread. 

Thine were hta troops, his counsels tMtte, 
And all Ms guardian powers divine : 
For, si nee tke day when Alexandria's pert 
Open'd, in suppliance low, her desolated court ; 

When thrice five times the eircling sou 
His annual course of ti^t had ron^ 
Ibrtun« bj this success hatll erown*d thy name, 
Confirm'd thy glories past, and rais'd-thy future fame. 

Dread guaidKan of tb* iuipenal skate. 
Whose presence rules thy oountry*s fete. 
On whom the Medes with awfia) wonder gaae. 
Whom uahons'd Scythians fsar, onoonqoer'd Spuio 
obeys; 

The KUe, who hides his sevenMd aeuree. 
The Tigris, headlong, in his couiue. 
The Danube, and Ae ocean wild tiuit roars 
With nM>nstev<^eerinf wavea round Briluai^ rodiy 
shores: ^ 

The fearless Oaul thy nam* rarurei. 
Thy voice the rough Iberian hears. 
With anna cotaspos'd tku iercuSicsu*rinni yield, 
Kor view, with dear delist, the carnage of the field. 
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ODE XV. 

TO AUGUSTUS. 

I WOULD have«iing of battles dire 
And miglity cities overthrowB, 
When Phoebus smote me with his lyre. 
And warned me with an angry tone. 
Not to unfold my little sail, or brave 
The boundless terrors of the Tyrrhene wave. 

Yet will T sing thy peaceful reign, 

Which crowns with fruiU our happy fields, 
And, rent from Parthia's haughty fane. 
To Roman Jove his eagles yields; 
Augustus bids the rage of war to cease, 
And shuts up Janus in eternal peace. 

Restraia'd by arts of ancient fame. 

Wild license walks at large no more. 
These arts, by which the Latian name, 
The Roman strength, th* imperial pow*r, 
With awful majesty unbounded spread * 
To rising Phoebus from bis western bed. 

While watehful C«8ar guards our age, 

Nor civU wrath, nor loud alarms 
Of foreign tumults, nor the rage 
That joys to forge destructive arms. 
And ruin*d cities fills with hostile woes. 
Shall e'er disturb, O Rome, thy saf<^ repose. 

Vations, who quaff the rapid stream. 

Where deep the Danube rolls his wave ; 
The Parthians, of perfidious fame. 
The Oetae fierce, and Seres brave. 
And they on Tanais who wide extend, 
ShftU to the Julian laws relncUnt bind. 
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Our vives and children share our joy. 
With Bacchus' jovial blessings gay; 
Thus we the festal hours employ. 
Thus grateful hail the busy day ; 
But first with solemn rites the gckis adore. 
And, like our sires, their sacred aid implore; 

Then vocal, with harmonious lays 

To Lydian flutes, of cheerful sound. 
Attempered sweetly, we shall raise 
Tlie valiant deeds of chiefs renown'd. 
Old Troy, Anchises, and the godlike race 
Of Venus, blooming with immortal grace. 
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ODE I. 
TO M£C£NAS. 

WHILE yoD, Maecenas, dearest friend, 
Would Caesar's person with your own defend; 
And Antony's high-towered fleet 
With light Ltbumian galleys fearless meet, 

What shall forsaken Horace do, 
Whose every joy of live depends on yon ? 
' With thee,'U» happiness to live. 
And life, without thee, can no pleasure give. 

Shall I th' unkind command obey, 
And idly waste my joyless hours away ? 

Or, as becomes. the brave, embrace 
-The glorious toil, and spurn the thoughts of peace? 

I will; and over Alpine snow. 
Or savage Caucasus,intrepid go ; 

Or follow, with undaunted breast. 
Thy dreadful warfare to the furthest West. 

You ask, what aid I can afford, 
A puny warrior; novice to die sword. 

Absence, my lord, increases fear ; 
The danger lessens when the. friend is near: 

Thus, if the mother-bird forsake 
Her unfledgM young, she dreads the gliding snake 

With deeper agonies afraid. 
Not that her presence could afford them aid. 
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With cheerful heart will I sustain. 
To purchase your esteem, this dread campaign: 

Not that my ploughs, with heavier toil. 
Or with a larger team, may turn my soil ; 

Not that my flocks, when Strius reigns, 
May browse the verdnfe of lAicania's plains; 

,Not that my villa shall extend 
To where the walls of Tasculum ascend. ' 

Thy bounty largely hath supplied. 
Even with a lavish hand, my utmost pride; 

Nor win I meanly wish for more. 
Tasteless in earth to hide the sordid store, 

like an old miser in the play. 
Or like a spendthrift squander it away. 
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ODE 11, 

THE FlUUUSS OF A CaUlSTTRT UF£. 

T IKE the first mortah blest is he, 

•'-* From debts, and asary, and business free. 

With his own team who ploughs the soil. 
Which grateful once confc>s8*d his ftither's toil. 

The sounds of war nor break bis sleep. 
Nor the rough ^torrn, that harrows up the deep; 

He shuns' the couvUer*s haughty doors, 
And the loud science of the bar abjures. 

Sometimes his marriagaMe vines 
Around tiie lof^ bridegroom elm he twines ; 

Or lops the vagrant boughs away. 
Ingrafting better as the old decay ; 

Or in the vale with joy surveys 
His lowing herd safe- wandering as tliey graae ; 

Or careful stores the flowing gold 
Prest from the hive, or sheers his tender fold ; 

Or when, with various fruits o'erspread. 
The mellow Autumn lifts bis beauteous head, 

His grafted pears or grapes, that vie 
With the rich purple of the Tyrian dye. 

Grateful he fathers, and repays 
Hb guardian gods upon tiieir festal days; 

Sometimes beneath an ancient shade. 
Or on the matted grass supinely laid. 

Where poors the mountain stream alonf , 
And feather'd warblers chant the soothing song; 

Or where the lucid fountain flows, 
And with its murmurs courts him to repose. 

But when the rain and snows appear. 
And wintry Jove loud thunders o'er the year, 

With hounds he drives into the toils 
The foaming boar, and triumphs in his spoils; 

Or for the greedy thrush he lays 
His nets, and with delusive baits betrays; 
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Artful he sets the springing snare. 
To catch the stranger crane, or timorous bare. 

Thus happji who would stoop to prove 
The pains, the wrongs, and iiynries of love? 

But if a chaste and virtuous wife 
Assist him in the tender cares of life; 

Of sun-burnt charms, but bouest fame, 
(Such as the Sabine, or Apultan dame) ; 

Fatigu'd when homeward he returns, 
The sacred fire with cheerful lustre bums; 

Or if she milk her swelling kine. 
Or in their folds his happy Aocks confine ; 

While unbought dainties crown the feast. 
And luscious wines from this year's vintage prest; 

Ko more shall curious oysters please; 
Or fish, the luxury of foreign seas 

(If eastern tempests, thundering o'er 
The wintry wave, shall drive them to our shore); 

Or wild-fowl of delicious taste. 
From distant climates brought to crown the feast, ' 

Shall e'er so grateful prove to me. 
As olives gather'd from their unctuous tree. 

And herbs that love the flowery field, 
And cheerful health with pure digestion yield; 

Or fatling, on the festel day. 
Or kid just rescued firom some beast of prey. 

Amid the feast how joys he to behold 
Ilis well-fed flocks home hasting to their fold! 

Or see his labour'd oxen bow 
Their languid necks, and drag th* inverted plough. 

At night his numerous slaves to view 
Round his domestic gods their mirth pursue! 

The usurer spoke: determin'd to begin 
A country-life, he calls his money in. 

But, ere the moon was in her wane. 
The wretch bad put it out to use again. 
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ODE III. 
TO ALECENAS. 

IF parricide ever, in horrors more dire, 
With impioas right hand shall strangle his sire. 
On garlick, than hemlock more rank, let him feed : 
O stomach of mowers to digest such a weed ! 
What poison is this in my bosom so glowing,? 
Have I swallow'd the gore of a viper unknowing ? 
Canidia perhapa hath handled the feast. 
And with witchery hellish the banquet hath drest. 
With this did Medea her lover besmear, 
Toong Jason, beyond all his Argonauts fair; 
llie stench was so strong, that it tamM to Uie yojie 
The bra88>f6oted bulls breathing fire and smoke. 
On the gown of Creusa its juices she shed. 
Then on her wingM dragon in triumph she fled. 
Not such the strong vapour that bums up the plains, 
When the dog-star in anger triumphantly reigns; 
Kot the shirt of Alcides, that well-labour'd soldier, ^ 
With flames more envenom'dburn'd into his shoulder. 

May the girl of your heart, if ever you taste. 
Facetious Maecenas, so baleful a feast. 
Her hand o'er your kisses, oh, may she bespread, 
And lie aiv off on the stock of the bed! 
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O0E IV. 

A 8 woItm and Iambs by nature disagrte. 
So is my hatred firm to thee; 
Tboa wretch, whose back with flagrant vrhipa i» torn ; 

Whose legs with gailing fetters worn ; 
Though wealth thy native insolence inflame, 

A scoundrel ever is the same. 
While yon your thrice three ells of gown dispUiy, 

And sfeaHc along the sacred way. 
Observe the free-bom indignation rise, 

Mark ! how they torn away their eyee: 
This wretch, they cry, with public lashing OsyM, 

Till even the beadle loath'd his trade, 
Kow ploughs his thousand aeres of demesne. 

And wears the pavement with his train ; 
Kow on the foremost benches sits, in spite 

Of Otho, an illustrious knight. 
Brom slaves and pirates to assert the main, 

ShaH Rome such migh^ fleets maintain, 
And shall those fleets, that dreadful rule tiie sea, 

A pirate and a slave obey^ 
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ON THE WltCH CAKIDIA. 

BUT oh, y« gods, whdM w$rM tway 
Hetfven, earth, and fanami^riiKl bb^. 
What tan tUs hideovs iioise intend ? 
On me what ghastly lo<>ks they bend ! 
If ever chaalte Lacma heard 
Thy TOWS in hour of birtfa preferr'd; 
Oh ! by this robe's ia9p«r(>Ied train. 
Its pviple pride, alas ! how vain ! 
By the unerring wilath of Jove, 
Unerring shall his vengeande prove ; 
Why like a ad^p-darae do you stare. 
Or like a wounded tigiees glare i 

Thus while bis sacred robes they tear, 
The trembling boy prefers his prayer; 
Then naked .stands. With such a form 
As might an it]^>ious Thracian charm. 
Canidta, crown'ti with writiiing snakes 
Dishevell'd, thus the silence breaks: 

< Now the magic fire prepare. 

And from graves uprated tear 

Trees, whose horrors gloomy spread 

Round the mansions <^ the dead; 

^ring the eggs and plumage foul 

Of a midnigh^shrieking owl ; 

Be they well besmeared with blood 

Of the blackest-venom'd toad; 

From their various dimates bring 

Every herb that taints the spring; 

Then into the charm be thrown. 

Snatched from fismish'd bitch, a bone ; 

Burn them all with magic flame, 

Kindled first by Colchian dame.* 
Now Sagana, around the cell. 
Sprinkled her waters black firom bell ; 
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Fierce as a porcupine, or boar. 

In firightfal wreaUu her hair she wore. 

Veia, who never knew rtaiorse, 
Uplifts the spade with feeble force. 
And, breathless with the hellish toil, 
Deep-froaning breaks the guiltj soil. 
Turns out the earth, and digs a grave. 
In which the boy (as o'er the wave 
'A lusty swimmer lifts his head) 
Chin-deep sinks downward to the dad, 
O'er dainties, chang'd twice thrice wtdzj. 
Slowly to gaae his life away ; 
That the foul hags an amorous doae ' 
Of his parched marrow may compose, 
His marrow, and hia liver dried. 
The seat where wanton thoughts reside^ 
When, fixt upmi his food In vain, 
His eye^balls pin'd away by paim. 
Kaples, for idleness renown'd. 
And all Uie villages aronnd. 
Believe that Folia shar'd their rites, 
She who in monstrous lusts delights, 
Whose voice the stars fi^m heaven can tear, 
And charm bright Luna from her sphere. 

Here, with black tooth and livid jaws, 
Her unpar'd thumbs Canidia gnaws. 
And into hideous accents broke; 
In sounds, how direful \ thus she spoke: 

Ye powers of darkness and of hell. 
Propitious to the magic speU> 
Who rule in silence o'er Uie nigh^ 
While we perform the mystic rite. 
Be present now, your horrors shed. 
In hallow'd vengeance, on his head. 
Beneath the forest's gloomy shade 
While beasU in slnmbers'sweet are laid, 
Give me the lecher, old and lewd, 
^ barking village-curs pursued, 
Expos'd to laughter, let him shine 
In essence— all! that once was mine, 
''hat! shall my'strongest potions fisil, 
id could Medea's charms prevail i 
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When the fmir harlot, proad of heart, 
Deep'felt the Tengeance of her art; 
Her gown, with powerful poisons djed. 
In flames enwrapp*d the guilty bride, 
yet every root and herb I know. 
And on what steepy depths they grow. 
And yet, with essence round him shed. 
He sleeps in some bold harlot^s bed ; 
Or walks at large, nor thinks of me, 
By some more mighty witch set free. 

But soon the wretch my wrath shall prove. 
By spells unwonted taught to love ; 
Nor shall even Marsian charms have power. 
Thy peace, O Varus, to restore. 
With stronger drugs, a larger bowl 
I'll fill, to bend thy haughty soul ; 
Sooner the seas to heaven shall rise, 
And earth spring upwards to the skies, 
Than you not burn in fierce desire, . 
As melts this pitch in smoky fire. 

The boy, with lenient words, no more 
Now strives their pity to implore ; 
With rage yet doubtful what to speak, 
Forth from his lips these curses break : — 
Tour spells may right and wrong remove. 
But ne*er shall change the wrath of Jove; 
For, while I curse the direful deed. 
In vain shall all your victims bleed. 
Soon as this tortur'd body dies, 
A midnight Fury will I rise : 
Then shall my ghost, though form'd of air, 
Tour cheeks with crooked talons tear, 
Unceasing on your entndls prey, 
And fright the thoughts of sleep away: 
Such horrors shall tlie guilty know. 
Such is the power of gods below. 

Te filthy hags, with showers of stones 
The vengeful crowd shall crush your bones; 
Then beasts of prey, and birds of air. 
Shall your unburied members tear. 
And, while they weep their favourite boy, 
My parents shall the vengeful sight enjoy. 
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ODE VI. 
TO CASHUS SBVERUS. 

YOU dog, thAt fearful to provoke 
Tlie volf, attack offeoceless folk ! 
Turn hither, if jou dare, your spite. 
And bark at ore, prepared to bite. 
For like a hound, or mastiff keen, 
That guards the shepherd's flocky green. 
Through the deep snows I boldly chase. 
With ears erect, the savage race ; 
But you, when with your hideous yeltiUjg 
You fill the grove, at crusts are smelling. 

Fierce as Archilochus I glow; 
like Hipponax a deadly foe. 
If any mongrel shall assail 
My character with tooth and nail ; 
What ! like a truant fooy, shall I 
Do nothing in revenge — but cry ? 
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ODE VR 

TO THE ft OMAN PEOPLE, 

* •^ Why it the sword vtistiPAtb'd ; tli« war begun? 
Has ififn 100 l^ittlecif the Iwiii^u blood 
Bee ti paufM on earth, or mii'd wHh Nfptunt*s fl«id ? 
Not that the HanmiiB viih flvenglag fl?imp 
Mlglii burn thg ilval of thp Rotnui namr, 
Or Ilritont^ jet UEihruhfa to out war, 
IcKih^iDii shouM foUovf our tnttmphal cir, 
Bat that the Parthian ^hotilil h» vovs tti\oj^ 
Atiii RoniiP,with impiDui hand, herself dea troy- 

Thfl fig* of wolvfs Bind Hon* is eonfinM; 
Tniy ncTer prry but od a di^r^nC kfud. 
Amw«r, From T]i»dn»» riio ItiOfc horrarii dtf«* 
t>oe9 ungrj fule, or fjuilt, jour anjuh ttisplraP 
Siltni they itnod;; with Hupirf wonder gazi^ 
While die pal« thpeb thfttr Inwurd giiUt botrays. 
T^s 6o— the Fatra have era el] y decixKdH 
That Ilotn' for anrietit (Trntricidd mtijt blefdr 
The broiher^s bEood< whitft slaUiM our rijlng walls. 
On t]i( desBPudtnt^, loud, for nngeBiice call?. 
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ODE X& 

TO MJECEKAS. 

WHEN shall we quaff your old CecaUaii iriae, 
ReseiVd for pious feasts and joys divine? 
CsBsar with conquest comes, and gracious Jove, 
Who fl^ve that conquest, shall our joys approve. 
Then bid the breath of liarmony inspire 
The Doric flute, and wake the Phrygian lyre; 
As late, when the Neptunian youth, who spomM 
A mortal birth, beheld his navy bum'd. 
And fled affrighted through his father's waves 
With his perfidious host ; his host of slaves. 
Freed from those chains with which his rage desicn'd. 
Impious ! the free-bom sons of Rome to bind. 

The Roman troops (Oh ! be the tale denied 
By future times) enslav'd to woman's pride. 
And to a wither'd eunuch's will severe 
Basely subdu'd, the toils of war could bear. 
Amidst the Roman eagles Sol survey'd, 
O shame i th' Egyptian canopy display'd ; 
When twice a thousand Gauls aloud proclaim. 
Indignant at the sight, great Caesar's name. 
And a brave fleet, by just resentment led, 
Tum'd their broad prows, and to our havens fled. 
- Come, god of triumphs, bring the golden car. 
The untam'd heifers, and the spoils of war; 
For he, whose virtue rais'd his awful tomb 
O'er min'd Carthage, ne'er return'd to Rome 
So great and glorious, nor could Libya's field 
To thee, O Triumph, such a leader yield. 

Fursu'd by land and sea, the vanqnish'd foe 
Hath chang'd his purple for the garb of woe: 
With winds, no more his own ; with shatter'd fleets 
He seeks the far-fam'd hundred towns of Crete; 
To tempest4>eaten Libya speeds his way. 
Or drivet % vagrant throo^ th' ttoceruin tea. 
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Boy, bring us larger bowls, and fill them round 
With Chian, or the Lesbian vintage cTown'd, 
Or rich Caecubian, which may best restrain 
All, sickening qualms, and fortify the brain. 
Th' inspiring juice shall the gay banquet warnn 
Nor Caesar's danger shall our fears alarm. 
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TO MJEnVS, 

'l^HEN filthjr Msevius hoisu the tpreading sadi, 
^^ Each luckless omen shjiU prevail. 
Ye sonthern winds, invert the foamy tides. 

And bang his labouring vessel's sides ; 
Let Earns rouse the main with blackening roar. 

Crack every cable, every oar ; 
Let the north wind rise dreadful o'er the floods. 

As when it breaks the mounlain-woods. 
Nor let one fi'iendly star shine o'er the night. 

When sets Orion's gloomy light. 
Mayst tbou no kinder winds, O Maevius, meet. 

Than the victorious Grecian fleet, 
When Pallas turn'd her rage from ruin'd Troy, 

The impious Ajax to destroy. 
With screams of sweat die toiling sailor glows, 

Thy face a muddy paleness show^; 
Nor shall thy vile, unmanly wailings move 

The pity of avenging Jove. 
While watery winds the bellowing ocean shake, 

I see thy luckless vessel break : 
But if thy carcase reach the winding shore, 

And birds the pamper'd prey devour, 
A lamb and lustful goat shall thank the stonn, 

And I the sacrifice perform. 
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ODE XL 

TO PBrnu$. 

SINCE cruel love, O Fettins pierc*d ay heart. 
How have I lort my oace-lov'd lyric art ! 
Thrice have the woods their leafy honour monm'd, 
ftnce for Inacbia's beauties Horace bura'd. 
How was I then (for I coofess my shame) 
Of every idle Ule the laughing theme t 
Oh ! that I ne*er had known the jovial feast, 
Where the deep sigh, that rends the labouring breast. 
Where languor, and a gentle silence shows^ 
To every curious eye, the lover's woes. 

Pettius, how often o'er the flowing bowl. 
When the gay liquor warm*d my opening soul. 
When Bacchus, jovial god, no more restrain'd 
The modest secret, how have I coroptain'd, 
That wealtliy blockheads, in a female's eyes, 
From a poor poet's genius bear the prize ! 
Bat if a geoerous rage my breast should warm, ■ 
1 swore— uo vain.unusements e'er shall charm 
My aching wounds. Te vagrant winds, receive 
The sighs, that sooth the pains they should relieve; 
Here shall my shame of being conquer'd end, 
Nor with such rivals will I more contend.. 

When thus, with solemn air, I vaunting said. 
Inspired by thy advice I homeward sped: 
But ah 1 my feet in wonted wanderings stray. 
And to no friendly doors my steps betray; 
Th^ I foi^et my vows, forget my pride. 
And at her threshold lay mf tortni'd side. 
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ODE xni. 

TO A FRIEND. 

SEE what honrfd tempests rise. 
And contract the clouded skies ; 
Snows and showers fill the air, 
And bring down the atniosphere. 
Hark ! what tempests sweep the floods^ 
How they shake the rattling woods! 

Let Qs, while i^s in our power. 
Let OS seise the fleeting hour; 
While our -cheeks are fireah and gay, 
Let us driTe old age away ; 
Let us smooth its gather*d brows. 
Youth its hour of mirth allows. 

Bring us down the mellowM wine, 
Rich with years, that equal mine ; 
Prithee, talk no more of sorrow, 
To the gods belongs to-morrow, 
And, perhaps, with gracious power 
They may change the gloomy hour. 
Let the richest essence shed 
Eastern odours on your head. 
While the soft Cyllenian lyre 
Shall your labouring breast inspire. 

To his pupil, brave and young, 
Thus the noble Centaur sung : 
Matchless mortal ! though 'tis thine, 
Proud to boast a Irirth divine, 
Tet the banks, with cooling waves 
Which the smootii Seamander laves ; 
And where Simdis with pride 
Rougher rolls his rapid tide, 
Destined by unerring Fate, 
Shall the sea-bom hero wait. 
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There the Sisters, fated boy, 
Shall thy tbre-ad of life destroy. 
Nor shall amre Thetis more 
3^aft thee to thy natal shore; 
Then let joy and mirth be thine. 
Mirthful songs, and joyous wine. 
And with converse blithe and gay 
Drive all gloomy cares away. 
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ODE XV. 
TO KE£RA. 

CLEAR was the night, the face of heaven serene. 
Bright shone the moon amidst her starry train. 
When round my neck as curls the tendril-vine — 
(Loose are its curlings, if compared to thine) ; 
*rwas then, insulting every heavenly power. 
That, as I dictated, you boldly swore : 
While the gaunt wolf pursues the trembling sheep; 
While fierce Orion harrows up the deep; 
While Phoebus' locks float wanton in the wind. 
Thus shall Keaera prove, thus ever kind. 

But, if with Hught of man was Horace bom. 
Severely shalt thou feel his honest scorn ; 
Nor will he tamely bear the bold delight. 
With which his rival riots out the night. 
But in his anger seek some kinder dame. 
Warm with the raptures of a mutual flame; 
Nor shall thy rage, thy grief, or angry charms 
Recall the lover to thy faithless arms. 
And thou, whoe'er thou art, who joy to shine. 
Proud as thou art, in spoils which once were mine. 
Though wide thy land extends, and large thy fold. 
Though rivers roll for thee their purest gold. 
Though nature's wisdom in her works were thine. 
And beauties of the human face divine, 
Tet soon thy pride her wandering love shall moam. 
While I shall laugh, exalting in my turn. 
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ODE XVI. 

TO THE ROMANS. 

IN endleu emi xru, tW imperial state 
By her own strength precipitates her fate. 
What neighbouring nations, fiercely leagu'd in arms. 
What Porsena, with insolent alarms 
Threatening her tyrant monarch to restore ; 
What Spartaqps, and Capua's rival power ; 
What Gaul, tumultuous and devoid of truth. 
And fierce Germania, with her blue^eyed youth ; 
What Hannibal, on whose accursed bead 
Our sires their deepest imprecations shed. 
In vain attempted to her awful state, 
Shall we, a blood-devoted race, complete? 
Again shall savage beasts these hills possess I 
And fell barbajrians, wanton with success, 
Scatter our city's flaming ruins wide. 
Or through her streets in vengeful triumph ride, 
And Iter great founder's hallow'd ashes spurn. 
That sleep uninjur'd in their sacred urn ? 

But some, perhaps, to sbun the rising shame 
(Which . Heaven approve) would try some happi«r 

sclieme. 
As the Phocaeans oft for freedom bled, 
At length, with imprecated curses, fled, 
And left to boars and wolves the sacred fane, 
With all their household gods, ador'd in vain; 
So let us fly, as far as earth extends. 
Or where the vagrant wind our voyage bends. 

Shall this, or shall some better scheme prevail f 
Why do we stop to hoist the willing sail i 
But let us swear, when floating rocks shall gain, 
Hais'd from the deep* the surface of the main ; 
When lowly Po the mountain-summit laves. 
And Apennine shall plunge beneath the waves ; 
When nature's monsters meet in strange delight. 
And Uie fell tigress shall with stags unite ; 
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When the fierce kite shall woo the willing dove, 
Asd win the wanton with adulterous love; 
When herds on brindled lions fearless gaze. 
And the smooth goat exults in briny seas : 
Then, and then only, to the tempting galfe 
To spread Yepenlant the returning sail. 

Tet to cut off our hopes, those hopes thatxbarm 
Our fondness home, let us with curses arm ' 
These high resolves. Thus let the brave and wise. 
Whose souls above th' indocile vulgar rise; 
Then let the crowd, who dare not hope success. 
Inglorious, these illomen'd seats possess. 

But ye, whom virtue warms, indulge no more 
' These female plaints, but quit this fate^ shore ; 
For earth-surrounding sea our flight awuts. 
Offering its blissful isles, and happy sea», 
Where annual Ceres crowns th' uncultor'd field. 
And vines unprun'd their blushing clusters yield ; 
Where olives, faithful to their season, grow. 
And figs with nature's deepest purple glow ; 
From hollow oaks where honcy'd streams distil. 
And bounds with noisy foot the pebbled rill ; 
Where goats untaught forsake the flowery vale. 
And hrittg their swelling udders to the pail ; 
Kor evening bears the sheep-fold growl around. 
Nor mining vipers heave the tainted ground ; 
Nor watry Burns deluges the plain, 
Nor heats excessive burn the springing grun. 

Not Argo thither turn'd her armed head; 
Medea there no magic poison spread; 
No merchants thither plough the pathless main. 
For guilty commerce, and « thirst of gain ; 
Nor wise UlysseSf.and his wandering bands. 
Vicious, though brave, e'er knew these happy lands. 
O'er the glad flocks no foul contagion spreads, 
Nof summer sun his burning influence sheds. 

Pure and unmix'd the world's first ages roU'd t 
But soon as brass had stainM the flowing gold. 
To iron harden'd by succeeding crimes, 
Jove for the just preserv'd these happy cliraes. 
To which the cods this pious race invite. 
And bid me, raptar'd bard, direct their flight. 
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ODE XVII. 
, TO CANIDIA. 

CANtDIA, to thy matchless art, 
Vanquish'd I yield a aapplitmt heart; 
Bat oh ! by Hell's extended plaiDS, 
Where Pluto^s gloomy consort reigns ; 
By brig&t Diana's vengeful rage, 
Which prayers nor hecatombs assuage ; 
And by the books, of power to call 
The charmed stars, and bid them fall. 
No more pronounce the sacred scroll. 
But back the magie circle roll. 

Even stern Achilles could forgive 
The Mysian king, and bid him live. 
Though proud he rang'd the ranks of fight, 
And hurlM the spear with daring might. 
Thus, when- the murderous Hector lay 
Ckmdemn'd to dogs, and birds of prey. 
Yet when his royal father kneel'd, 
The fierce AcluUes knew to yield; 
And Troy's unhappy matrons paid 
Their sorrows to their Hector's shade. 

Ulysses' Firiends, in labours tried. 
So Circe wilPd, threw oflF their hide, 
Assum'<i the hnman form divine. 
And dropped the voice and seuse of swine. 

O thou, whom tars and merchants love. 
Too deep thy vengeful rage I prove, 
Reduc'd, alas! to skin and bone. 
My vigour fled, my colour gone. 
Thy fragrant odours on my head 
More than the snows of age have shed. 
Days press on nights, and nights on days. 
Yet never bring an hour of ease, 
While, gasping in the pangs of death, 
I stretch my lungs in vain for breath. 
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Thy charms have power fti* now confett) 
To split the head, and tear the breast. 
What would you more, all-charming dame f 
O seas, and earth ! this scorching flame ! 
Kot such the fire Alcides bore, 
When the black-venom'd shirt he wore; 
Vor'such the flames, that to the skies 
From £tna*s bnming entrails rise: 
And yet, thou shop of poisons dire^ 
You glow with unrelenting fire. 
Till, by the rapid heat calcin'd, 
Vagrant I drive before the wind. 

How long — ? What ransom shall I pay ? 
Speak — I the stern command obey. 
To expiate the guilty deed. 
Say, shall a hundred bullocks bleed ? 
Or shall I to the lying string 
Thy fame and spotless virtue sing ? 
Teach thee, a golden star, to rise. 
And deathless walk tlie spangled skies ? 

When Helenas virtue was defam'd. 
Her brothers, though with rage inflam'd* 
Tet to the bard his eyes restor'd, 
Wlien suppliant he their grace implor'd. 

Oh ! calm this madness of my brain. 
For you can heal this raging pain. 
You never knew the birth of sbame» 
Nor by thy hand, all-skilful dame. 
The poor man*s ashes are upturned, 
Though they be thrice three days inum'd. 
Thy bosom *s bounteous and humane. 
Thy hand from blood and murder clean; 
And with a blooming race of boys 
Locina crowns thy mether-joys. 
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CANIDIA'S ANSWER. 

I'LL bear no more. Thy prayers art rain. 
Not rocks, amid the wintry main. 
Less heed the shipwrecked sailor's cries, 
When Neptune bids the tempest rise. 
Shall you Cotyttia*s feast deride. 
Yet safely triumph in thy pride? 
Or, impious, to the glare of day 
The sacred joys of love betray ? 
Or fill the city with my name. 
And ponti£f-like our rites deftune ? 
Did I with wealth in vain enrich 
Of potent spells each charming witch, 
Or mix the speedy drugs in vainf 
No— through a lingering length of pidu 
Reluctant shalt thou drag thy days, 
Wfiile every hour new pangs shall raise. 

Gazing on tlie delusive feast. 
Which charms his eye, yet flies his taste. 
Perfidious Tantalus implores. 
For rest, for rest, the vengeful powers; 
Prometheus, while the vulture preys 
Upon his liver, longs for ease ; 
And Sisyphus, with many a groan, 
Uprolls, with ceaseless toil, his stone. 
To fix it on the topmost hill — 
In vain — for Jove's all-ruling will 
Forbids. When thus in black despair 
Down from some castle, high in air. 
Yon seek a headlong fate below. 
Or try the dagger's pointed blow. 
Or if the left^ear'd knot you tie, 
Yet death your vain attempts shall fly; 
Then on your shoulders will I ride. 
And earth shall shake beneath my pride. 
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Could I with life an image warm 
(Impertinent, you saw the charm). 
Or tear down Luna from her skies. 
Or bid the dead, though hum'd, arise. 
Or mix the draught inspiring love, 
And shall my art on thee successless prore ? 
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The Poet to the People. 

OTAND eff, ye Tutgiir, nor fi-ofkne, 

*^ With bold, unhallow'd sounds, this festal scene : 

In hymns inspir'd by truth divine, 

I, priest of the melodious Nine. 
To youths and Virgins sing the mystic strain. 



To the Chorus of Youths and Virgins. 

PHCEBUS taught noe how to sing. 
How to tune the vocal siring; 
Phoebus made me known to Fame, 
Honour'd with a poet's name. 

Noble youths, and virgins fair. 
Chaste Diana's guardian care 
(Ooddess, whose unerring dart 
Stops the lynx, or flying hart), 
Mark the Lesbian measures well, 
Where ihey fall, and where they swell ; 
And in varied cadence sing, 
As I strike the changing string. 
To the god, who gilds the skiea. 
Let the solcnm numbers rise ; 
Solemn sing the queen of night, 
^nd her crescent's bending light. 
Which adown the fruitful year 
Rolls the months in prone career. 
' Soon, upon her bridal day. 
Thus the joyful maid shall say : 
IS 
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When the great revolvinp year 
Bade the festal morn appear. 
High the ▼ocal hymn I rai»'d» 
And the listening gods were pleas*d : 
All the^vocal hymn divine, 
Horace, tuaefvl bard, was thine. 



FIRST CONCERT. 

HYMN TO APOLLO. 

Chortu qf Youths and Firgtiu, 

'T^ITTOS, with im(>loas lust inspir'd, 
•*■ By chaste Latona's beauties fir'd. 

Thy wrath, O Phoebus, tried | 
And Diobe, of tongue profane, 
Deplor'd her numerous offspring ilain. 

Sad victims of their mother's pride. 

Achilles too, the son of Ftime, 

Though sprung At>m Thetis, sea-bom dame. 

And first of men in fight. 
Though warring with tremendous spear 
}Ie shook the Trojan towers with fear. 

Yet bow'd to thy superior might; 

Tlie cypress, when by storms impeird. 
Or pine, by biting axes feli*d. 

Low bends the towering ^lead: 
So falling on th' ensanguin'd plain. 
By your unerring arrow slidn. 

His raigh^ bulk the hero spread. 

He had not Priam's heedless court, 
Dissolv'd in wine, and festal sport. 

With midnight art surprisM ; 
But bravely bold, of open force, 
Had proudly scom'd Minerva*s horse^ 

And all its holy ditat deapts'4; 
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Then arm'd»alas! with horrors dire. 
Wide-wasting with resistiess in, 

Into the flames had thrown 
Infimts, upon whose faltering tongoe 
Their words in formless accents hang. 

Infants to light and life unknown : 

But chann!d by beantj's queen and thee. 
The tire of gods, with just decree 

Assenting, shook the skies ; 
That Troy should change th' imperial seat, 
And, guided by a better fate. 

Glorious in distant realms should rise. 

Oh ! may the god, who could inspire . 
With living sounds the Grecian lyre ;- 

In Xanihtts' lucid stream 
Who joys to bathe his flowing hair. 
Now make the Latian muse his care, 

And powerful guard her rising fame ! 



SECOND CONCERT, 

' Chorus qf Totttht. 
* ^^£ virgins, sing Diana's praise. 

Chonu qf Virgins, 
Ye beys, let youthful Phoebus crown your lays. 
> The Tofo Choirs. 

Together let us raise the voice 

To her, belbvM by Jove supreme; 
Let fair Latona be the theme, ' 

Our tuneful theme, his beauteous choice. 

• Tte twenty-Aist Ode of the firM Book. 
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Chortu of Youths. 

Ye virgias, li^g Diaon's fsune^ 
- Who bathes delighted in th« limpid 8tre«n{ 

Dark ErjiLniHathuft' av6il groy«9«< 

The woods that Aigidus overspread, 
Or.wftVfe.on Gragus* verdant head. 

Joyous th' iraaaortal hantress loves. 

Ohonts of Virgins. 

Ye bqgrs, with eqoal hoooar sing 
Fair Tempe cloth'd with ever-blooming spring; 

Then hail the Belian birth divine. 

Whose shoulders, beaming heavenly ir«» ' 
Grac'd with Ms brother's warbling lyre. 

And with the, golden quiver, shine. 

Choru$ <(f YoHlths and Virgins, 

Mov'd by the solemn voice of prayer, 
They both shall make imperial Rome their care. 
And gracious turn the direful woes 
' Of famine and of weeping war 
From Rome, from sacred Caesar ft, - 
And pour them on our British foes. 



TSIRD CONCERT. 
TO APOLLO AND DIAKA. • 

Chorus of Youths And Virgins, 

"XTB radiant glories of the skies, 
•I- Ever-beaming god of light, 

Sweetly-shining queen of night. 
Beneath whose wrath the wood-bom savage dies ; 
Ye powers, to whom with ceaseless praise 
A grateful world its homage pays. 
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Let oar prayeft our v^»yM be heard, 
Kow in this solema hour preferred. 
When bj the Sibyl's dread comm^ad^ 
Of spotless iBiuds a choseo train. 
Of spotless youths a choseu bafid. 
To all o«r guardian gods - m>Lift the iwllow'd 
strain. 

I 
Chorus of YhufhB, 

Fair Sun, who with unchaicigiag beaoi 
Rising another and the same. 

Dost from thy beamy 4:«r unftdd 

The glorious day, 
Or hide it in thy setting ray, ' 

Of light and life immortal source, 
Mayst thouj in all thy radiant coarse, 
Nothing more great than seven-hilfd Jtome behold! 

Chonu «jf Virgim* 

Goddess of the natal hour, s 
Or, if other name more dear. 
Propitious power. 
Can charm your ear, 
Our pregnant matrons gracious hear: 
With lenient hand their pangs compose. 

Heal their agoniaing throes ; 
Give the springing birth to light. 
And with every genial grace', 
Prolific of an endless race. 
Oh! crown our marriage^laws, and -bless the noptial 
rite: 

Chortu of Youths and Virgins, 

That when the circling years complete 
Again this awful season bring, 
Thrice with the day*s revolving light, 
Thrice beneath the shades of night. 
In countless bands our youthful choirs may sing 
These festal hymns, these pious games repeat. 
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Ye Fates, from whom vneining §ows 

The word of truth; whose irm decree 
Its stated bounds and order knows. 
Wide-spreading through eternity. 
With guardian care around us wait. 
And with successive glories crown the state. 

Let earth her various fruitage yield, -^ 

Her living vprdure spread, 
Aud form, aioi<) (he waving field, 
A sheafy crow'n for Ceres* head ; 
Tail genial showers, and o'er our fleecy care 
lla^ Jove indulgent breathe his purest air ! 

Chortts of Y&uthi. 

^hcebas, whose kindly beams impart 
Ilealth and gladness to the heart, 
While in its quiver lies the pestilential dart, 
Thy youthful suppliants hear: 

Chorus of Firgina* 

Queen of the stars, who raPst the nigbt 
In horned majesty of light. 
Bend to thy virgins a propitions ear. • 

Chorus cf Youths and Virgins. 

If, ye gods, the Roman state 

Was form'd by your immortal power, 
Or if, to change th' imperial seat. 
And other deities adore. 
Beneath your guidance the Dardanian host 
Four'd forth their legions on the Tuscan coast; 

For whom JEneas, through tlie fire. 
In which he saw bis Troy expire, • 

A passage open'd to an happier clime. 

Where they might nobler triumphs gain. 
And to never-ending time 

With boundless empire reign, 

Digitized by Google . , 



THE SECULAR POEM. i9$ 

Ye gods, inform our do«Ue youtli 
With earlj principles of truth ; 
Te gods, indulge the waning days 
Of silver'd age with placid ease, 
And grant to Rome an endless race. 
Treasure imiaenfte, and every tacred grace. 

The prince, who owes to heaaty*s queen his birth, 
Who bids the snowy Tictim^s blood 
Pour forth to^Jay its purple flood, 
($h ! may he glorious rule the coaquer*d OArth ; 
But yet « nilder glory- show 
In mercy to the prostrate foe! 

Already the fierce Mede his arms reveres. 
Which wide extend th' imperial sway. 
And bid th* unwilling world obey; 
The haughty Indian owns his fears, 
And Scythians, doubtful of their doom. 
Await the dread resolves of Rome. 

Faith, Honour, Peace, celestial maid. 
And Modesty, in ancient guise arniy'd. 

And yirtue (with unhaliow'd scorn 
Too long neglected) now appear. 

While Plenty fills her bounteous horn, 
And pours her blessings o'er the various year. 

Chorus of Youths. 

If the prophetic power divine, 
Fam'd for the golden bow and quiver'd dart, 

Who knows to charm the listening Nine, 
And feeble mortals raise with healing art; 
If he with gracious eye survey the towers. 
Where Rome his deity adores. 
Oh 1 let each era still presage 
locrtMe of happiness from agei^to age! 

Choms qf Virgins. 

Oh ! may Diana, on these favourite hills^ 
Whose diffusive presence fills 
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Her hallQw'^d fan^ 

Propitious deign 
Our holy priests to hear. 
And to our youth incline her wUliag ear! 

Chortu cf Youths and Vtrjgtna. 

Ia! we the chosen, ^youfcbful chetr. 
Taught with harmonious voice to raise 
Apollo's and Diana's praisei 
In full and certain hope retire. 
That all th' assembled god«» and sovereign Jore, 
lliese ph>Qs vovs, these cboml hjOKOt approve. 
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SATIRES. 

BOOK I. 

SATIRE I. 

TO MJECENAS. , 

TMT^CENAS, vhat*s the cause, that no man livet 
^^ Contented with the lot which Reason gives. 
Or Chance presents ; yet aH with envy view 
The schemes that others variously pursue f 

Broken with toils, with ponderous arms opprest, 
The soldier thinks the merchant solely blest. 
In opposite extreme ; when tempests rise. 
War is a better choice, the merchant cries ; 
The battle joins, and in a moment's flight. 
Death, or a joyful conquest, ends the fight. 

When early clients thunder at his gate. 
The barrister applauds the rustic's fate: 
While, by subposnas dragg'd from home, the down 
Thinks they alone are blest who live in town. 

But every various instance to repeat 
Would tire ev*n Fabius, of eternal prate. 
Not to be tedious, mark the general aim 
Of these examples — Should some god proclaim, 
" Your prayers are heard f You, soldier, to your seas; 
Yon, lawyer, take that envied rustic's ease : 
Bach to his several part— What ! ha ! not move 
Even to the bliss you wish'df " And shall not Jove 
Swell both his cheeks with anger, and forswear 
His weak indulgence to their future prayer > 

But not to treat my subject as in jest 
(Yet may not krutli in laughing guise be drest? 
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As masters fondly sooth their boys to read 
Witli cakes aftd sweetmeats), let us now proceed; 
With graver air our serious theme pursue. 
And yet preserVe odr mbri ^>ii i.li view. 
Who turns the soil, and o*er the ploughshmr* 
bends; 
He who adulterates the t*ws» aQd vends; 
The soldier, and th' adventurers of the main. 
Profess their various. labours they sustaio, 
A decent competence for age to raise. 
And then retire to indolence and ease. 

For thus the little ant (to hunaan lore 
No mean example) forms her frugal store. 
Gathered, with mi^ty loif, on ev«*ry side, 
Kor ignorant, nor careless to provide 
For future want. , - ' 

Horuee: 
, Yet, whCA the stars appear, 
Tliat darkly SMtdea th« declining yuelr, 
No more she comes abrc(bd,rbuc wisely lives 
On the fjRtr store> indiistrlous summer gives. 
For thee, qpr summer's heat, nor winter's cold. 
Fire, se;v uor 'sword, stop thy pursoic of gold ; 
Nothing ca^ break th* adveaturous, bold design. 
So none possess a larger sum than thine. 
But, prithee, whence the pleasure, thus by stealth 
Deep in the ettrth to hide thy weight of wealth ? 

Miser. 
. One farthing lessen'd, you the mass reduce. 
Hcntice. 
And if not lessen'd, whence can rise its use ? 
What though you thresh a thousand sacks of grain. 
No more than mine thy stomach can contain. 
"Dift sUve who bears the load of bread, shall eat 
No more than he who oevnr'felt the weight. 
Or say, what difference, if we live confia'd 
Within the bonnds hy Nature's laws assign'd. 
Whether a ihousand acres of demesne. 
Or one poor hundred, yield sufficient grain? 

Miser. 
Oh! but 'tii swe«t to take from Jarger hoards. 

Digitized by Google 



SATIEES, BOOK I. 109 

JSorace* 
Tet, if my little heap as much affords, 
Why shall your granaries be valued more 
Than my small badnpers, with their frugal store? 

Tou want a cask of water, or would fill 
Ah. «0»ple goblet;, wheacethe fro ward will • 
To choose a mighty river's rapid course. 
Before this Jittle fountain's lenient sonrce? 
But mark his fate, insatiate who desires 
Deeper bo drink, than nature's thirst requUres ; 
With its torn banks the torrent bears away 
Til' intemperate wretch ; while he, w|io would allay 
With healthy draughts his thirst, shaltdriuk secure, 
Fearlesn of death, and quaff his Water pure. 

Some, selfdeceiv'd, who think their lust of gold 
Is but a lov«of fame, this maxim bold, 
Vo fortune's lafge enough, since others rate 
Your worth proportion'd to'a large estate. 
Say, for tlieir cure what arts woold you employ? 
** Let tlieun be wretched, and their choice enjoy." 

At Athens liv'd a wight, in days of yore, 
Tliough miserably rich, yet fond of more. 
But of intrepid spirit to despise 
Th' abusive orowd. " Let diem hiss on," he cries, 
** While, in my own opinion fully blest, 
I count my money, and enjoy my chest." 

Bacning with thirst, when Tantalus would quaff 
The flying waters-» Wherefore do you laugh? 
Change but the name, of thee the tale is told, 
W^th open month when doaing o'er your gold. 
On every side the numerous bags are pil*d. 
Whose hallow'd stores must never be defil'd 
To human use; while you transported gaze. 
As if, like pictuses, tbey were form'd to please. 

Would you the real use of riches know? 
Bread, herbs, and wine are all they can bestow: 
Or add, what nature's deepest wants supplies ; 
This, and no more, thy mass of money buys. 
But, with continual watching almost dead. 
House-breaking thieves, and midnight fires to dread. 
Or the suspected slave's untimely flight 
With the dear pelf; if this be thy delight. 
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Be it m J fkte, to heaven in boantj please. 
Still to be poor «f blessings such as these! 

iOser. 
If, bj a cold some painful illness bred> 
Or other chance confine jrou to yo«r bed, 
Tour wealth shall purchase some good>iuitar*d 

friend 
Tour cordials to prepare, your couch attend, 
And urge the doctor to preserve your life, _ 

And give you to your children and your wife. 

Horace. 
Nor wife, nor son, that hated life would save, 
While all, who kuow thee, wish thee in the grave. 
And canst thou wonder that tiiey prove unkind. 
When all thy passions are to gold confin'd ? 

Nature, 'tis true, in each relation ga\'e 
A friend sincere; yet what you thus receive. 
If you imagine with unfeeling heart 
And careless manners to preserve, your art 
As well may teach an ass to scour the plain. 
And bend obedient to the forming rein. 

Yet somewhere should your views of lucre cease, . 
Kor let your fears of poverty increase, 
As does your weidth; for, since you now possess 
Tour utmost wish, your labour should be less. 

Ummidius once (the tale is quickly told). 
So wondrous rich, he measur*d out his gold. 
Yet never dress'd him better than a slave, 
Afraid of starviog ere he reacb'd his grave : 
But a bold wench, of right virago strain. 
Cleft with an axe the wretched wight in twain. 
Miser. 

By your advice, what party shall I take? 
lAke Msenius live a prodigal, and rake 
lAke Komentanus? 

Horace. 
Why will you pretend. 
With such extremes, your conduct to defend? 
The sordid miser when t justly blame, 
I would not have you prodig^il of fame, 
Spendthrift or rake ; for sore some difference lies 
Between the very fool and very wise; 
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Some certain mean in all things may be found. 
To mark our virtues, and our vices bound. 

But to return from whence we have digressed : 
And is the miser, then, alone unblest? 
Does he alone applaud his neighbour's fate. 
Or pine with envy of his happier state? 
To crowds beneath him never turn his eye, 
Wliere in distress the sons of virtue lie, 
But, to outspeed the wealthy, bend bis force. 
As if they stopped his own impetuous course? 

Thus, from the goal when swift the chariot flies. 
The charioteer the bending lash applies. 
To overtake the foremost on the plain, 
But looks on all behind him with disdain. 
From hence, how few, like sated guests, depart 
From life's full banquet with a cheerful heart! 

But let me stop, lest you suspect I stole 
From blind Ciispinut this eternal icroll. 
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SATIRE II. 
TO Mi£CENAS. 

THE tribes of minstrels, Strolling priests a 
players, 
Perfumers, and buffoons, are all in tears ; 
For ah \ Tigellius, sweetest songster, 's dead. 
And sure the soul of bounty with him fled. 

Behold a wretch, in opposite extreme. 
So fearful of a spendthrift's odious name» 
He dare not ev'n a sordid pittance give 
To raise a worthy friend, and bid him live. 
Or ask another, why in thankless feasts 
The wealth of all his frugal sires he wastes ; 
Then the luxurious treat profuse supplies . 
With borrow'd sums : Because I scorn, he cries, 
To be a wretch of narrow spirit deem'd. — 
By some condemned, by others he's esteem'd. 

Pufidius, rich in lands, and large increase 
Of growing usury, dreads the foul disgrace 
To be caird rake ; and, ere the money 's lent. 
He prudently deducts his cent, per cent. 
Then, as he finds the borrower distrest. 
Cruel demands a higher interest. 
But lends profusely to the lavish heir. 
Whose guardians prove too frugally severe. 
All-powerful Jove, th' indignant reader cries, 
*< But his expenses, with his income, rise." 
No— 'tis amazing, that this man of pelf 
Hath yet so little friendship for himself, 
That ev'n the Self- tormentor in the play, 
Cruel who drove his much-lov'd son away. 
Amidst the willing tortures of despair 
Could not with wretchedness like his compare. 

But say, at what this tedious preface i 
That fools are ever vicious in extremes. 
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While soft ])ia}tbinus trails a length of train. 
See that short robe ridiculously obscene. 
Bnfillus with perfumes distracts your head : 
With his own scents Oorf onius strikes jou d^d. 
There are, all other passions who disclaim, 
Except th* impurpled robe, and wedded da^ne : 
Others their safer, cheaper pleasures choose. 
And take a willing mistress from the stews. 

When awful Cato saw a noted spark 
From a night-cellar stealing in the dark, 
*' Well done, my friend ; if love thy breast inflame. 
Indulge it here, and spare the married dame.'' 
Be mine the silken veil, Cupieniuus cries. 
Such vulgar praise and pleasure I despise. 

All ye, who wish some dire mishapnnay wait 
This homing tribe, attend while I relate 
What dangers and disasters they, sustain, 
How few tlieir pleasures, and how mix'd with pain. 

A desperate leap one luckless caitiff tries ; 
Tom by the fragrant lash another_dies: 
Some are by robbers plunder'd as they fly ; 
Others with gold a wretched safety buy. 
Such various woes pursue these sons of lost. 
And all, but Galba, own the sentence just. 

Far aafier they, who venture their estate. 
And trade ^th females of the second rate. 
" Tct Sailust rages here with wild desires. 
As mad as those which lawless love inspire-s.** 
But had he been with less profusion kind. 
Had common sense his lavish hand confin'4. 
He had not now been wholly lost to shame. 
In fortune ruin'd, as undone in fame. 
But here 's the joy and comfort of his life. 
To swear, he never touched his neighbour's wife. 

Thus, to an actress when with lavirii hand 
Marsasus gave his mansion-house and land. 
My soul, thank heaven, he cries, from guilt is free; 
The wedded dames are Vestal maids for me. 

Actress or not, the crime is still the same. 
Equal the ruin of estate and fame ; 
Equal the folly, whether in pursuit 
Of wife, or slave, or loose-rob*d prostitute; 
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Unless yoo mean, content to be undone. 
To hnJte the person, not the vice to shun. 

Of Sylla's wanton daughtfir when possest, 
VilUus believ'd himself supremely blest: 
To a dictator thus to be allied, 
Dazzled his senses, and indulg'd his pride: 
But sore, if vanity were fairly rated, 
Methinks poor ViJlius was full hardly treated, 
^Vhcn buffeted and stabb'd the coxcomb 4ies, 
' While in the wanton's arms a seouadrel lies. 
But Nature, rich in her own proper wealth 
Of youth and beauty, cheerfulness and health. 
In her pursuit of happiness disclaims 
The pride of titles, and the pomp of names. 
Be thine her Wise economy to learn, 
And real from affected bliss discern. 
Then, lest repentance punish such a life. 
Never, ah! never kiss your neighbour's wife; 
For see, what thousand mischiefs round you rise. 
And few the pleasures, though you gain the proe. 

What though Cerinthus dotes upon the girt. 
Who flames with emerald green, or snowy pearl. 
Is she beyond a common mistress blest 
With leg more taper, or a softer breast? 

Besides, the public nymph no varnish knows. 
But all her venal beauties frankly shows, 
Kor boasts some happier charm with conscious 

pride, 
Nor strives a vile deformity to hide. 
When skilful jockeys would a courser buy, 
They strip him naked to the curious eye; 
For oft an eager chapman is betrayM 
To buy a founder'd or a spavin'd jade, 
While he admires a thin, light-shoulder d chest, 
A little head, broad back, and rising crest. 

Th' example's good: then keep it m thy mind, 
Nor to the fair-one's faults be over-blind, 
Nor gaze with idle rapture on her charms; 
•• Oh ! what a taper leg I what snowy arms ! 
For she may hide, whate'er she vamly shows. 
Low hips, short waist, splay feet, and hideous lenfth 
of nose. 
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Bat if you still parsoe this dangerous game 
(Perhaps the dangers your desires inflame) 
What formidable works around her rise ! 
Maids, chairmen, footmen, flatterers, guard the prise. 
The flowing robe, and closely muffled veil 
With envious folds the precious thing conceal ; 
- But what from nature's commoners you buy. 
Through the thin robe stands naked to your eye : 
Or, if you will be cheated, pay the foir,* 
With foolish fondness, ere she shows her ware. 

As when a sportsman through the snowy waste 
Pursues a hare, which he disdains to taste, 
" So (sings the rake) my passion can despise 
An easy prey, but follow when it flies." 
Yet can these idle versicles remove 
The griefs and tortures of this guilty love? 

Were it not better wisdom to inquire 
How nature bounds each impotent desire ; 
What she with ease resigns, or wants with pain, 
And thus divide the solid from the vain? 
Say, should your jaws with thirst severely burn, 
Would you a cleanly earthen pitcher spurn? 
Should hunger on your gnawing entrails seize. 
Will turbot only or a peacock please ? 

Let her be straight and fair ; nor wish to have 
Or height or colour Nature never gave: 
Then, while with joy I woo the pleasing fair. 
What nymph, what goddess, can with mine compare ? 
Ko terrors rise to interrupt my joys, 
Ko jealous husband, nor the fearful noise 
Of bursting doors, nor the loud hideous yelling 
Of barking dogs, that shakes the matron's dwelling. 
When the pale wanton leaps from off her bed. 
The conscious chamber-maid screams out her dread 
Of horrid tortures; loudly cries the wife, 
** My jointure's lost," — I tremble for my life: 
Unbutton'd, without shoes, I speed away. 
Lest in my person, purse, or fame, I pay. 
To be surprised is, sure, a wretched tale. 
And for the truth to Fabius I appeal. 
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SATIRE IIL 

TO MJECENAS. 

\TI7ITH this one vice all songsters are possest; 
^^ Sing they can never at a friend's request. 
Yet chant it forth, unask'd, from mom to night — 
This vice Tigellius carried to its height. 
Caesar, 'vrho might command in firmer tone. 
If, by his father's friendship and his own, 
He ask'd a song, was sure to ask in vsdn ; 
Yet, when the whim prevail'd, in endless strun 
Through the whole feast the jovial catch he plies. 
From base to treble o'er the gamut flies. 

Nothing was firm, or constant, in the man ; 
He, sometimes, like a frighted coward ran. 
Whose foes are at his heels; then solemn stalk'd. 
As if at Juno's festival he walk'd. 
Kow with two hundred slaves he crowds his train; 
Now walks with ten. In high and haughty strain. 
At morn, of telrarchs and of kings he prates; 
At night^" A thre^-legg'd table, O ye Fates, 
A little shell the sacred salt to hold. 
And clothes, though coarse, to keep roe from the cold.** 
Yet give the man, thus frugal, thus content. 
Ten thousand pounds, and every shilling's spent 
In five short days. He drank the night away 
Till rising dawn, then snor'd out all the day. 
Sure such a various creature ne'er was known.*-* 
•* Has Horace, then, no vices of his own ?" 
That I have vices, Arankly I confess. 
But of a different kind, and somewhat less. 

Msenius, behind his back, at Novius rail'd, 
« What! don't you know yourself. or think conceal*d 
From us, who know you, what a life you live?" 
Masnius replies, I^udulgent, I forgive 
The follies I commit. This foolbh love 
' And criminal, our censure should reprove. 
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For wherefore, while you carelessly pass by 
Tour own worst vices with uaheeding eye. 
Why so sharp-sighted in another's fame. 
Strong as an eagle's ken, or dragon's beam? . 
But know, that he with equal spleen sbaU vlewr ' 
With equal rigour shall your faults pursue. 
Your friend is passionate ; perhaps unfit 
For the brisk petulance of modern wit. 
His hair ill-cut, his robe that awkward flows, 
Or his large shoes, to raillery expose 
The man you love ; yet is he not possest 
Of virtues, wltli which very few are blest? 
While underneath this rude, uncouth disguise 
A genius of extensive knowledge lies. 

Search your own breast, and mark with honest care 
What seeds of folly Nature planted there, 
Or Custom raisM ; for an uncultur'd field 
Shall for the fire its tliorns and thistlea yield. 

And yet a shorter method we may find. 
As lovers, to their fair-one fondly blind. 
Even on her foulness can delighted gaze; 
For Hagne's wen can good Balbinus please. 
Oh ! were our weakness to our friends the same, 
And stamp'd by Virtue with some honoured name ! 

Nor should we to their faults be more severe 
Than an indulgent father to his heir : 
If with distorted eyes the urchin glares, 
«* Oh ! the dear boy, how prettily he stares! " 
Is he of dwarfish and abortive size ? 
** Sweet little moppet ! " the fond father cries : 
Or is th* unshapen cub deform'd and lame ? 
He kindly lisps him o'er some tender name. 
Thus, if your friend's too frugally severe, 
Let him a wise economist appear. 
Is he, perhaps, impertinent and vain ? 
" The pleasant creature means to entertain." 
Is he too free to prate, or frankly rnde? 
** 'Tis manly plainness all, and fortitude.'^ 
Is he too warm? " No : spirited and bold." 
Thus shall we gain new friends, and keep the old. 
But we distort their virtue to a crime. 
And joy th' untainted vessel to begrune. 
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Have we a inodest friend, and void of art? 
** He's a fat-headed wretch, and cold of heart." 
While we converse with an ill-natur'd age. 
Where calumny and envy lawless rage, , 
Is there a i^n by long experience wise. 
Still on his guard, nor open to surprise? 
His cautious wisdom and prudential feai 
Shall artifice and false disguise appear. 

If any one of simple, thoughtless kind 
(Such as you oft your careless poet find) 
Who life's politer manners never knew. 
If, while we read, or some fond scheme pursue. 
He tease us with his mere impertinence. 
We cry, The creature wants even common sense. 
Alas ! what laws of iiow severe a strain. 
Against ourselves we thoughtlessly ordain ! 
For we have all our vice9> and the best 
Is he, who with the fewest is opprest. 

A kinder friend, who balances my good 
And bad together, as in truth he should. 
If haply my good qualities prevail, 
Inclines indulgent to the sinking scale. 
For like indulgence let his errors plead. 
His merits be with equal measure weigh'd; 
For he, who hopes bis bile shall not offend. 
Should overlook the pimples of his friend. 
And even iu justice to his own defects. 
At least should grant the pardon he expects. 
But since we never from the breast of fools 
Can root their passions ; yet while Reason ralet. 
Let it hold forth its scales with equal hand. 
Justly to punish, as the crimes demand. 

If a poor shtve, who takes away your plate. 
Lick the warm sauce, or half-cold fragments eat* 
Yet should you crucify the wretch, we swear 
Not Labeo's medness can with yours compare. 
Is the crime less, or less the want of sens^ 
Thus to resent a trivial, slight offence i 
Forgive the man you lov'd, or you'll appear 
Of joyless kind, ill-natur'd and severe; 
Tet you detest him, and with horror shun. 
As debtors from the ruthless Ruso ruiw 
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Who damns tlie wretches on th' appointed day 
His interest or principal to pay. 
Or else, like eaptives, stretch the listening ear 
His tedious tales of history to hear. 

A friend has foul'd my couch : all < deep disgrace ! 
Or off the table thrown some high-wrought vase, 
Or, hungry, snatch'd a chicken off my plate, 
Shall I for this a good companion hate ? 
WhsLt if he robb'd me, or his trust betray'd. 
Or broke the sacred promise he had made? 

Who hold all crimes alike are deep distrest. 
When we appeal to Truth's impartial test. 
Sense, custom, social good, from whence arise 
All forms of right and wrong, tlie fact denies. 

When the first mortals crawling rose to birth. 
Speechless and wretched, from their mother-earth. 
For caves and acorns, then the food of life. 
With nails and fists they held a bloodless strife; 
But soon improv'd, with clubs they bolder /bught. 
And various arms, whichr sad experience wrought. 
Till words, to fix the wandering voice, were found. 
And names impressed a meaning upon sound. - i 
Thenceforth they cease from war; their towns enclose 
With formidable walls, and laws compose 
To strike the thief and higbwaym«i with dread. 
And vindicate the sacred marriage-bed. 
For woman, long ere Helen's fatal charms, 
Destructive woman! set^the world in arms: 
But the first heroes died unknown to fame, 
like beasts who ravish'd the uncertain dame; 
When, as the stoutest bull commands the rest. 
The weaker by the stronger was opprest. 

Turn o'er the world's great annals, and you find, 
Tliat laws were first invented by mankind 
To stop oppression's rage. For though we learn, 
By nature, good from evil to discern ; 
What we should wise pursue, or c^tious fly; 
Tet can she never, with a constant eye, 
Of legal justice mark each nice extreme; 
Kor ean right reascn prove the crime the same. 
To rob a garden, or, by fear unaw'd, 
To steal, by night, Uie sacred things of God. 
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Then let the punishment be fairlj weigh'd 
Against the crime; uor Ipt the wretch be flay'd. 
Who scarce desenr'd tlie laah. — I cannot fear. 
That you shall prove too tenderly severe. 
While ydn assert all vices are the same; 
And threaten that were yours the power snpremei 
Bobbers and thieves your equal rage should feel, 
Uprooted by the same avenging steel. 

If your wise llian*s a shoemaker (Mrofest, 
Handsome and rich; of monarchy possest. 
Why wish for what you have ? 
Stoic. 

Yet hold, my friend. 
And better to the look's sense attend. 
For though the wise nor shoes, nor slippers made, 
He's yet a skilful shoemaker by trade ; 
Thus, though Hermogenes may sing no more. 
He knows the whole extent of music's power; 
Alfenus thus tom'd lawyer in his pride. 
His shop shut up, his rasors thrown aside. 
Was still a barber: so the wise alone 
Is of all trades, though exercising none, 
And reigns a monarch, though without a throne. 

.Horace. 
Great king of kings, unless you drive away . 
This pressing crowd, the boys in wantion play 
Will pluck you by the beard, while yon shall growl. 
Wretch as thou art, and burst in spleen of soul* 
la short, while in a farthing bath you reign. 
With only one poor life-guard in your train ; 
While the few friends, with whom I joy to live. 
Fool as I am, my follies can forgive, ^ 

I will to them tlie same indulgence show. 
And bliss like mine thy kingship ne*er shall Inow. 
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SATIRE IV. 

rpHB comic poets, in its earliest age 
■*■ Who fcrm'd the manners of tho Grecian \tage, 
Was there a villain, who might justly claim 
A better right of being damn'd to fkme. 
Rake, cut-throat, thief, whatever was his crime, 
They freely stigmattsM the wretch in rhime. 

From their example whole Laeilius rose. 
Though different measures, different verse he chose, 
lie rallied with a gay and easy air. 
But rude his numbers, and his style severe. 
He weakly foncied it a glorious feat 
His hundred lines extempore to repeat. 
And as his verses like a torrent roll, 
The stream runs muddy, and the water's foul. 
He prattled rhimes; but lazy and unfit 
For writing well ; for much, I own, he writ. 

Crispimisthus my littleness defies ; 
'* Here make the smallest bet,**- tiie boaster cries. 

Criapimu. 
** Pen, ink, and paper — ^name your place and time: 
Then, try, friend ^aocns, who can fiutest rhime." 
JSToroce. 

Thank heaven, that formM me of an humbler kind; 
Ko wit, nor yet to prattling much incUn'd, 
While thou thalt imitate the winds, that blow 
From lungs of leather, till the metal flow. 

Thrice happy Fanntas, of his own free grace 
Who in Apollo's temple hangs his face, 
And gilds hit works to view ; while I with fear 
Repeat my verses to the pvblic ear ; . 
Because by few such works as mine are read, 
Conscious of meriting the lash they dread. 

Take me a roan, at venture, from the crowd, 
And he's ambitious, covetous, or proud. 
One bums t6 madness for the wedded dame ; 
IntempMnte lasts another's breastia^ame. 
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Hie silver vase with pleasure one admires* 

While Albius o*er a bronse antique expires; 

The venturous merchant, from the rising daj 

To regions warm'd beneath the setting ray, 

like dust collected by a whirlwind, flies 

To save his pelf, or bid the mass arise. 

All these the poet dread, his rhimes detest — 

'* Yonder he dsves — avoid that furious ^ast ; 

If he may have bis jest, he never cares 

At whose expense^ nor his best friend he spares; 

And if he once»- is his malignant vein. 

The cruel paper with invectives stain, 

The slaves, who carry water through the street. 

To his charm'd ear Ms verse-s must repeat.** 

Now hear this short defence. For my own part, 
I claim no portion of the poet's art. 
'Tis not enough to close the flowing line. 
And in ten syllables your sense confine. 
Or write in mere prosaic rhimes like me. 
That can deserve the name of poetry. 

Is there a man, whom real genius fires. 
Whom the diviner soul of verse inspires; 
Who talks true greatness ; let him boldly claim 
Hie. sacred honours of a poet's name. 

Some therefore ask. Can comedy be thought 
A real poem, since it may be wrought 
In style and subject without fire or force. 
And, bate the numbers, is but mere discourse. 
** But yet in passion'd tone the sire can chide 
His spendthrift son, who spurns the portion*d bride, 
And keeps a common wench, or deep in drink 
Reels in fair day-light (shameful) with his link^** 
Yet could Pomponitts from his fkther hear, 
Wrre he alive, a lecture less severe? 

*Ti8 not enough your language to refine. 
When, if you break the measures of the line. 
In common life an aitgry father's rage 
. Is but the same as Bemea's on the stage. 

Take from Lucilius' verses, or from mine. 
The cadences, and measures of the line. 
Then change their order, and the words transpose, 
Ko more the sMUer'd poet's limbs it shows; 
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Not so— WhcD hideous Discord bursts the h9t», 
And iron gates, to pour forth all her wars. 

Of this enough; some future work shall show* 
Whether 'tis real poetry, or no. 
Now tell me, whether satire should appear, 
With reason, such an object of your fear. 

Sulcius, and Caprius, fiercest of their trade. 
Hoarse with the virulence, with which they plead, ' 
When through the streets they stalk with libels arm*d« 
Mark ho^ the thieves and robbers are alarm'd ; 
But yet the man of honest hands and pure 
May scorn them both, in innocence secure: 
Or though like Ccelius you a villain be, 
l*m no informer: whence your fears of me? 
With printers and their shops I never deal ; 
No rubric pillar sets my works to sale,* 
0*er which the hands of vulgar readers sweat. 
Or whose soft strains Tigellius can repeat. 
£ven by my friends compell'd I read my lajs» 
Nor every place nor every audience please. 

Full many bards the public^ Forum choose 
Where to recite the labours of their Muse ; 
Or vaulted baths, that best preserve the sound. 
While sweetly floats the voice in echoes round. 
The coxcombs never think at whose expense 
They thus indulge the dear impertinence. 
** But you in libels, mischievous, delight. 
And never, but in spleen of genius, write." 
Is there, with whom I live, who knows my heart. 
Who taught you how to aim this venom*d dart? 

He, who malignant tears an absent friend. 
Or. when attacked by others, don't defend ; 
Who trivial bursts of laughter strives to raise. 
And courts of prating petulance the praise; 
Of things he never saw who tells his tale. 
And friendship's secrets knows not to conceal,— 
This roan is vile : here, Roman, fix your mark; 
His soul is black, as his complexion's dark. 

At tables, crowded with a dozen guests, 
> Some one shall scatter round his frigid jests. 
And only spare hb host, until the bowl. 
Fair friend of tmth, onlecks bis inmost soul; 
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Tet, tluNifh « cruel joker you detest, 

He seems a courteous, well-bred, easy guest. 

But if in idle raillery I said, 

RufiUus with perfumes distracts my head. 

While foul OorgonittS breathes a raoker air, 

Tou think me most enyenom'd and severe. 

If we, by chance, that thief PetiUius name, 
Tou, as your custom is, defend his fisme. 
" PetiUius is my friend ; from early youth 
Cheerful we liv'd together, and in truth 
I have been much indebted to his power, 
Aud I rejoice to find his danger o*er. 
But in the name of wonder be it said. 
At that same trial ho«f he sav'd liis head.**-* 
Such rancour this, of such a poisonous vein. 
As never, never, shall my paper stain; 
Much less infect my heart, if I may dare 
For my own heart, in any thing, to swear. 

Tet some* indulgence I may justly claim. 
If too familiar with another's fame. 
The best of fathers, on my youthful breast. 
The detestation of a vice impressed 
By strong examples. Would ho have me live 
Content with what his industry could give. 
In frugal, sparing sort, ** Behold, my son. 
Young Albius there, how wretchedly undone ! 
Tet no mean lesson is the spendthrift's fate 
To caution youth from squandering their estate.** 
To fright me from the harlot's vagrant be|l, 
** Behold Scetanius, and his ruin dread : '* 
That I might ne'er pursue the wedded dame, 
" A lawful Venus will indulge your flame. 
My son, by poor Trebonius be advis'd ; 
Sure, 'tis no pleasant tale to be surpris'd." 

'* 'Twixt right and wroug the learned may decide. 
With wise distinctions may your conduct guide ; 
Be mine the common wisdom, that inspires 
The frugal manners of our ancient sires. 
And, while your youth may yet a tutor claim. 
To guard your virtue, and preserve your fame ; 
But soon as time confirms, with stronger looCf 
Your strength aud jnind, your conduct be your own." 
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Thus did he form mj youth with lenient hand. 
When he for virtue urg'd the soft command. 
Pointing some awful senator to view, 
'* His grave example constantly pursue.** 
Would he dissuade me? " Can yon doubt," he cries, 
** Th^ -equal ruin and dishonour rise 
From such an action, when that scoundiel's name 
Is branded with the flagrant marks of bhame ? '* 
A neigh'bour*s funeral, with dire affright. 
Checks the sick man's intemperate appetite; 
So is the shame of others oft imprest 
With wholesome terrors on the youthful breast. 

Thus, pure from more pernicious crimes 1 live : 
Some venial frailties you may well forgive, 
For such I own I have ; and yet even these, 
A length of time, although by slow d^rees, 
A friend, whose candour Areely may reprove. 
Or my own reason, shall perhaps remove; 
For in my bed, or in the colonnade 
Sauntering, I call reflection to roy aid. 
" This was well done. Here happiness attends. 
This conduct makes me pleasing to my friends. 
Were tliat man's actions of a beauteous kind? 
Oh ! may I never be to such inclin'd !** 

Thus, silently I talk my conduct o'er. 
Or trifle with the Muse an idle hour ; 
For which, among my frailties, I demand 
Forgiveness, and shall call a powerful band, 
If you refuse, of poets to my aid 
(Well fraught with numbers is the rhiming trade) 
To force you, like the proselyting Jews, 
To be, like us, a brother of the Muse. 
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SATIRE V, 

LEAVING imperial Rome, my course I steer 
To poor Aricia, and its moderate cheep. 
From all the Greeks, in rhetorician lore. 
The prise of learning my companion bore. 
To Forum-Appii theuce we steer, a place 
Stuff 'd with rank boatmen, and with vintners base. 
And laggard into two days' journey broke 
What were but one to less-incumber'd folk : 
The Appian road, however, yields most pleasure 
To those who choose to travel at their leisure. 
The wa(er here was of so foul a stream 
Against my stomkch I a war proclaim, 
And wait, though not with much good-humour wait. 
While with keen appetites my comrades eat. 

The Night o'er earth now spread her dusky shade. 
And through the heavens her starry train display 'd; 
What time, between the slaves and boatmen rise 
Quarrels of clamorous rout. The boatman cries, 
** Step in, my masters ; " when with open throat, 
, «' Enough, you scoundrel; will you sink the boat ?* * 
Thus, while the mule is harness'd, and we pay 
Our freights, an hour in wrangling slips away. 

The fenny frogs with croakings hoarse and deep. 
And gnats, loud bmszing, drive away our sleep. 
Drench'd in the lees of wine, the wat'ry swaiik 
And passenger in loud alternate strain 
Chant forth the absent fair, who warms his breast. 
Till wearied passenger retires to rett. 
Our clumsy bargeman sends his mule to graze. 
And the tough cable to a rock belays. 
Then snores supine ; but when at rising light 
Our boat stood still, up starts a hare-brain'd wight; 
With sallow cudgel breaks the bargeman's pate. 
And bangs the mule at a well-favour'd rate. 
Thence onward labouring with a world of pain. 
At ten, Feronia, we thy fountain gain : 
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There land and bathe; then after dinner ereep 

Three tedioat miles, and climb the rocky steep 

"Whence Anxur shines. I^faecenas was to meet 

Cocceias here> to setUe things of weight; 

For thej had oft in embassy been join'd. 

And reconcil'd the masters of mankind. 

Here while 1 bath'd my eyes with tooling ointment 

They both arrived according to appointment; 

Fontcios too, a man of worth approv'd. 

And no man more by Antony belov*d. 

Laughing we leave an entertainment rare, 
The paltry pomp of Fundi's foolish mayor, 
The scrivener Luscus; now with pride elate, 
With incense fum*d, and big with robes of state. 
Fkt>m thence our wearied troop at Formiae rests, 
Murena*s lodgers, and Fonteius' guests. 
Next rising morn with double joy we greet. 
For Plotius, Varitts, Virgil here we meet : 
Pure spirits these; the world no purer knows ; 
For none my heart with more affection glows : 
How oft did we embrace ! our joys how great ! 
For sure no blessing in the power of fate 
Can be compared, in sanity of mind. 
To friends of such companionable kind. 

Near the Campanian bridge that night we lay, 
Where commissaries our expense defray. 
Early next morn to Capua we came ; 
Maecenas goes to tennis ; hurtful game 
To a weak stomach, and to tender eyes, 
So down to sleep with Virgil, Horace lies. 
Then by Cocceius we were nobly treated, . 
Whose house above the Caudian tavern's seated. 

And now, O Muse, in faithful numbers tell 
The memorable squabble that befel. 
When Messius and Sarmentus join'd in fight. 
And whence descended each illustrious wight. 
Messius, of high descent, from— Osci came; . 
His mistress might her slave Sarmentns claim. 
From sach fam'd ancestry our champions rise-* 
Hear me, thou horse-fac'd rogue, Sarmentus crifs; 
We laugh ; when Messius, throwing up his head, 
Accepta the challenge. O ! Sarmentus said, 
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If yoa cafi threftten now. what would joo do. 
Had not the horn been rooted oat, that grew 
Full in thy front? A gash, of deep disgrace. 
Had statnM the fiislj honours of his face : 
Then on his country'a infamous disease. 
And his own face, his rihaidry displays; 
Begs him the one-eyed CycIop*s part to dance. 
Since he nor mask nor tragic buskins wants. 

Messins replied, in virulence of strain ; 
*' Did yon to Satnra consecrate your chain? 
Though yon were made a scrivener since year flight, 
Tet that can never hurt your lady's right. 
But, prithee, wherefore did you run away? 
Methinks, a single pound of bread a day 
Might such a sleek, thin-gutted rogue content : ** 
And thus the jovial length of night we spent. 

At our next inn our host was almost bum'd. 
While some lean thruriies at the fire he tum*d. 
Through his old kitchen rolls the god of- ire. 
And to the roof the vagrant flanies aspire. 
But hunger all our terrors overcame. 
We fly to save our meat, and quench the flame. 

Apulia now my nati^ mountains shows. 
Where the north- wind bums firore, end parching blows; 
Kor could we well have climb'd the steepy height. 
Did we not at a neighbouring Tillage bait. 
Where from green wood the smoulderiog flames arise. 
And with a smoky sorrow fill our eyes. 

In chariots thence at a large rate we came 
Eight leagues, and baited at a town, whose name 
Cannot in verse and measures be exprest. 
But may by marks and tokens well be guess'd. 
Its water, nature's cheapest element, 
Is bought and sold ; its bread most excellent; 
Which wary travellers provide with care. 
And on tlieir shoulders to Canusium bear, 
Whose Iwead is gritty, and its wealthiest stream 
Poor as the town's of unpoetic name. 

Here Varins leaves us, and with tears he goes : 
With equal tenderness our sorrow flows. 
Onward to Rubi wemily we toil'd, 
'^be journey long, the road with rain was spoiled* 
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To Barium, ^m*d for fish, we reach'd next day, 
The wealher.fiurer, but much worse the way. 
Then water-curs*d Egnatia gave us joke. 
And laughter great, to hear the moon-struck fol^ 
Assert, if incense on their altart lay. 
Without tlie help of fire it melts away. 
The sons of circumcision may receive 
The wondrous tale, which I shall ne'er believe; 
For I have better leam'd, in blissful ease 
That the good gods enjoy immortal days, 
Nor anxiously their native skies forsake. 
When miracles the laws of nature break. 

From Uience our travels to Brundusium bend, 
Where our long journey and my paper end. 



Digitized by Google 



itlO THE WORKS OF HORACE. 

SATIRE Vr. 

TO M-ECENAS. ^ 

rpHOUGH, since the Lydians fiU'd theTuscan coasts, 
•» No richer blood than yours Etroria boasts ; 
Though your great ancestors have armies led, 
You don't, as many do, with scorn upbraid 
The man of birth unknown, or turn the nose 
On me, who from a race of slaves arose: 
While you regard not, from what low degree 
A man's descended, if his mind he firee ; 
Convinc'd, that long before th* ignoble reign 
And power of TuUius, from a servile strain 
Full many rose for virtue high renown'd, 
By worth ennobled, and with honours crown'd : 
While he, who boasts tliat ancient race his own. 
Which drove the haughty Tarquin from the throne, 
Is vile and worthless in the people's eyes: 
The people, who, you knpw, bestow the priae 
To men most worthless, and, like slaves to fame. 
With foolish reverence bail a titled name. 
And, rapt, with awe-stnick admiration gaxe 
When the long rac^ its images dispUys. 

But how shall we, who differ far and wide 
From the mere vulgar, this great point decide? 
Forgrant, the crowd some high-birth'dscoundrel chase. 
And to the low-born man of worth refuse 
(Because low4>orn) the honours of the state. 
Shall we from thence their vice or virtue rate i 
Were I expelPd the senate-house with scorn. 
Justly, perhaps, because thus meanly bom 
. I fondly wander'd from my native sphere; 
Yet shall I with less real worth appear? 
Chain'd to her beamy car. Fame drags along 
The mean, the great, an undistingnish'd throng. 

Poor Tillius, when compell'd in luckless boar 
To quit^our purple robe and tribaae^s power. 
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A larger share of envy was thy fate. 
Which had been lessen'd in a private state. 
For in black sandals when a coxcomb 's drest. 
When float* the robe innpurpled down his breast. 
Instant, " What man is this ? " hyound him hears, 
*' And who his father?" As when one appears 
Sick of your fever, Barrns, to desire • 
That all the world his beauty should admire. 
Anxious our girls inquire, " What mien and air. 
What leg and foot he has, what teeth and hair I * 
So he, who promises to guard the state. 
The gods, the temples, and Lh' imperial seat. 
Makes every mortal ask his father's name. 
And not less curious of his mother's fame. 

" And shall a Syrian's son, like you, presume 
To hurl the ^ee-^m citiaens of Home ■ 
From the Tarpe'ian rock's tremendous height. 
Or to the hangman Cadm\is give their fate ?" 

TilMus. 
My colleague sits below me one degree; 
For Kovius, like my father, was made free. 

Horace. 
Shall you for this a true Messala seem. 
And rise a Paulus in your own esteem? 
But when two hundred waggons crowd the street, 
And three long funerals in procession meet. 
Beyond the fifes and horns his voice he raises. 
And sure such strength of lungs a wondrous praise is. 

As for myself, a freed-man's son confest, 
A freed*man's son, the public scorn and jest, 
That now with you I joy the social hour, 
That once a Roman legion own'd my power; 
But though they envied my command in war. 
Justly perhaps, yet sure 'tis different far 
To gain your friendship, where no servile art. 
Where only men of merit claim a part. 

Kor yet to chanee this happiness I owe; 
Friendship like yours it had not to bestow. 
First, my best Virgil, then my Varius told. 
Among my friends what character I hold : 
When introdnc'd, in few and faltering words 
(Such as an infant modesty affords) 
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I did not tell jou my descent vm gre«t, ~ 
Or that I wander'd round my country««eat 
On a prood steed in richer pasture* bred : 
But what I really was, I frankly said. 

Short was your ^wer, in your usual atraiu ; 
I take my leave, nor wMt on you again. 
Till, nine months past, engag'd and bid to hold 
A place among your nearer friends enrolFd. 
An honour this, methinks, of nobler kind. 
That innocent of heart and pure of mind. 
Though with no titled birth, I gain'd his lore, 
Whose judgment can discern, whose dioice approve. 
If some few, venial faults deform my soul 
(Like a fair face when spotted with a mole). 
If none with avarice justly brand my fame, 
Witii sordidfeess, or deeds too vile to name : 
If pure and innocent: if dear (forgive 
These little praises) to flsy friends I live. 
My father was the cause, who, though maintain'd 
By a. lean farm but poorly, yet disdain'd 
The country schoolmaster, to whose low care 
The mighty captain sent his high>born heir. 
With satchel, copy-book, and pelf to pay 
The wretched teacher en th' appointed day. 

To Rome by this bold father was I brought. 
To learn those arts which well-borti youth are tftught. 
So drest and so attended, you would swear 
I was some senator's expensive heir: 
Himself my guardian, of nidt>lemish'd truth. 
Among my tutors would attend my youth. 
And thus preserv'd my chastity of mind 
(That prime of virtue in its highest kind) 
Kot only pure from guilt, but ev'n the shams 
That might with vile suspicion hurt my fame; 
Kor fear'd to be reproach'd, although my fisle 
Should fix my fortune in some meaner state, 
Prom which some trivial perquuites arise. 
Or make me, like himself, collector of exeise. 

For this my heart, far from complaining, pays 
A larger debt of gratitade and praise; 
Kor, while my senses hold, shall I repent 
Of such a father, nor with pride rese»t, 
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As many do, tb' involuntVy disgrace, 
Kot to be born of an iHastrious race. 
But not with theirs my sentiments agree, 
Or language; for, if nature should decree, 
That we from any suted point might live 
Our former years, and to our clioice should glre 
The sires, to whom we wishM to be allied. 
Let others choose to gratify their pride ; 
While I, contented with my own, resign 
The titled honours of an ancient line. 
This may be madness in the people's eyes. 
But, in your judgment, not, perhaps, unwise; 
That I refuse to bear the pomp of state. 
If nus!d and mudi unequal to the weight. 

InsUnt a larger fortune must be made; 
To purchase votes my low addresses paid ; 
Whether a jaunt or journey I propose. 
With me a crowd of new companions goes, 
While, anxious to complete a length of train. 
Domestics, horses, chariots I maintain. 
But now, as chance or pleasure is my guide. 
Upon my bob-t^l'd mule alone I ride. 
Gal I'd is his crupper with my wallet's weight; 
His shoulder shows his rider's awkward seat. • 

Tet no penurious vileness e'er shall stain 
My name, as when, great Prator, with your train 
Of five poor slaves, you carry where you dine 
Your travelling kitchen, and your flask of wine. 

Thus have I greater blessings in my power. 
Than yoQ« proud senator, and thousands more. 
Alone I wander, as by fancy led, 
I cheapen herbs, .or ask the price of bread; 
1 listen, while diviners tell tlieir tale. 
Then homeward hasten to my frugal meal. 
Herbs, f ulse, and pancakes; each a separate plate; 
While three domestics at my supper wait. 
A bowl on a white marble-table stands. 
Two goblets, and a ewer to wash my hands; 
An hallow'd cup of true Campanian clay, 
My pure libations to the gods to pay. 
I then retire to rest, nor anxious fear 
Before dread Marsyas early to appear. 
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Whose Tery statue swears it cannot brook 
The meaDaess of that slave-born judge's look. 
I sleep till ten ; then take a walk» or choose 
A book, perhaps, or triAe with the Muse ; 
For cheerful exercise and manly toil 
Anoint my body with the pliant oil. 
But not with such as Natt«% when he vsmps 
His filthy limbs, and robs the public lamps. 

But when the sun pours down his fiercer fire. 
And bids me from the toilsome sport retire, 
I haste to bathe, then decently regale 
^y craving stomach with a frugal meal. 
Enough to nourish nature for a day. 
Then trifle my domestic hours away. 

Such is the life from bad ambition free ; 
Such comfort has the man low«bom like me ; 
With which I feel myself more Uuly blest. 
Than if my sires the quaestor's power possessed. 
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SATIRE VII. 



HOW mongrel Persins, in his wrathful mood. 
That oatlaw'd wretch, Rupilius King, pursued 
With poisonous filth, and venom all. his own. 
To barbers and to blear-eyed folk is known. 

Perstus had wealth by foreign traffic gain'd, 
And a vexatious suit with King maintatn'd. 
Presumptuous, vain, and obstinate the wight, 
Conquering even King in virulence of spite; 
In bitterness of speech oatstripp'd the .wind. 
And left the swift-tongued Barrus far behind. 

Now to the King returns our wandering tale, 
When all fair means of reconcilement fail 
(For men are obstinate when war's proclaimed. 
As they with inward courage are inflam'd; 
When Hector and Achilles fierce engag'd. 
Dire was the conflict, and to death they rag'd : 
And why ? because the gallant thirst of fame, 
The love of glory, was in both extreme. 
Bat if a quarrel between cowards rise, 
Or between chiefs of less heroic size, 
Olaiicus to Diomed is forc'd to yield. 
The dastard buys his peace, and quits the field). 

What time o*er Asia with prsetorial swaj 
Great Brutus ruKd, began this dire aflFray. 
Persius and King, intrepid pair, engage 
(More equal champions never mounted stage), 
And now they rush impetuous into court, 
line was the sight, and delicate the sport. 
Persius begins; loud bursts of laughter rise; 
ITe praises Brutus, Brutus, to the skies, 
** Brutus, like SoC o'er Asia pours tlte day ; 
.His friends are stars, and healthful is tlieir ray, 
Except the King ; he like the dog-star reigns. 
That dog of heaven, detested by the swains." 
Thus rush'd he onward like a winter-Rood, 
That tears its banks, and sweeps away the wood. 
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To this impetaotts bitterness of tido '^ 

The King with equal virulence replied. 
A Tine-dresser he was, of rustic tone. 
Whom oft the traveller was forc'd to own 
Invincible ; with elamorous voice opprest. 
When Cuckow, cuckow, was the standing jest. 

But, with Italian vinegar imbued. 
The sour-tongued mongrel the dispute renewM; 
" Let me coi^ure thee, by the powers divine. 
Since 'tis tlie glory, Brutus, of thy line 
To slaughter Kings, be this thy glorious deed. 
That this same King beneath thy vengeance Ueed." 
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IK dajs of yore ovr godship stood 
A very worthless log of wood. 
The joino' donbUni^or to shape us 
Into a stool, or a ftiapus, 
At length resolv'<i» for reasons wise, 
Into a god to bid me rise; 
And now to Inrds and tbietres I stand 
A terror great. With ponderous hand, 
And something else as red as scarlet, 
I fnght awaf eadi filching varlet. 
llie birds> that view with awful dread 
The reeds, fas\ stuck into my head. 
Far from the. garden take their ilight, 
ISior on the trees presume to light. 

In coffins vile the herd of slaves 
Were hither brought to crowd their graves; 
And once in this detested ground 
A common tomb the vulgar found; 
Buffoons and spendthrifts, vile and base. 
Together rotted here in peace. 

A thousand feet the front ejttends, 
Three hundred deep in rear it bends. 
And yonder column plainly shows 
No more onto its hdrs It goes. 
But now we breathe a purer air. 
And walk the sunny terrace fair* 
Where once the ground with booes was white. 
With human bones, a ghastly sight P^ 

But, oh! nor thief, nor savage beast, 
That us'd these gardens to infest. 
E'er gave me half such care and pains 
As they, who turn poor people's brains 
With veoom'd drugs and magic lay-* 
These I can never fright away; 
L 
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For when the beanteous qaeen of nigbfe 
Vp-lifts her head adomM with light. 
Hither they come, peraicioat crones! 
To, gather poisonont herbs and bones. ^ 

Canidia with disheverd hair 
(Black was her robe, her feet were bare) 
With Sagana, infernal dame! 
Her elder sister, hither came. 
With yellings dire they tJlM the plaee, 
And hideous pale was cither's fece. 
Soon with their nails they scrap'd the ground. 
And fiU'd a magic trench profound 
With a black lamb's thick-streaming gore, 
Whose^nembers with their teeth they tore. 
That they may charm the sprites to tell 
Some curious anecdotes from hell. 

The beldams then two figures brought ; 
Of wool and wax the forms were wrought; 
The woollen was erect and iall, . 
And scourg'd tlie waxen image small. 
Which in a supplisnt, servile mood 
With dying air just gasping stood. 

On Hecate one beldam calls; 
The other to the Furies bawls. 
While serpents crawl along the ground. 
And helUborn bitches howl around. 
The blushing Moon, to shun the sight. 
Behind a tomb withdrew her light. 

Oh! if 1 lie, may ravens shed 
Their ordure on my sacred head ! 
May thieves and prostitutes ami rakes 
Beneath my nose erect a jakes ! 
Kot to be tedious, or repeat 
How flats tind sharps in Concert meet, 
With which the ghosts and hags maintain 
A dialogue of passing sUain ; 
Or hoyr, to hide the tooth of snake 
And beard of wolf, the ground they break ; 
Or how the fire of magic seiz'd 
The waxen form, and how it blas'd; 
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Murk ! how my vengeance I pursa'd 
For all I beard, for all I view'd. 

Load as a bladder bursts its wind 
Dreadful I thunder'd from behind. 
To town thej scamper'd struck with fear. 
This lost her teeth, and that her hair. 
They dropp'd the bracelets from their annt. 
Their incantations, herbs and charms; 
VThoe'er had seen them in their flight 
Had burst with laughing at the sight. 
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SATIRE K. 

MUSING, M vont, on this and that, 
Soch trifles, as I know not what. 
When late tlie street I sannter'd tfaroagh, 
A wight, whose name I hardly knew. 
Approaching pertly makes me stand, 
And thns accosts me, hand in band : 
'* How do you do, my sweetest man? ** 
Quoth I, As well as mortal can. 
And my best wishes yours— when he ^ 
Would follow— What's your will with me ? 
" That one of your profound discerning 
Should kodw me: Fm a man of learning.** — 
Why, then, be sure upon that score 
You merit my regard the more. 
Impatient to discard the fop, 
One while I run, another stop. 
And whisper, as he presses near, 
Some nothing in my servant's ear. 

But while at every pore I sweated. 
And thus in muttering silence fretted — 
" Bolanus, happy in a skull 
Of proof, impenetraUy dull, 

for a portion of thy brains**— 

He on the town and streets and lanes 

His praUng, praising talent tried. 

And, when I answer'd not, he cried, 

*' Ay, 'tis too plain ; yon can't deceive me, 

.Ton miserably wish to leave me. 

But I shall never quit you so : 

Command me — whither would you go?" — 

You do me honour — but, in short. 

There's not the least occasion for't. 

1 visit one — to cut the strife. 
You never saw him in your lifie ; 
Nor would I lead you such a round — 
He lives above a mile of ground 
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Beyond the Tiber--" Never talk 
Of distance, for I love a walk. 
I never have the least enjoyment 
In idleness : I want employment. 
Come on; I must and will attend 
•Your person to your journey's end.** 

like vicious ass, that fretting bears 
A wicked load, I hang my ears; 
While lie, renewing his civilities, 
*' If well I know my own abilitiet. 
Not Viscns, though your friend of yore, 
Not Varins could engage yon more ; 
For who can write melodions lays 
With greater elegance or ease ? 
Who moves with smoother grace his limbs * 

While thrpug^ the masy dance he awims? 
Besides, I sing to that degree, 
Hermogenes might envy me.** 

Have you no mother, sister, Mends, 
Whose welfare on your health de^nds ? — 
'* Not one ; I saw them ail by turns 
Securely settled in their tims." 
Thrice happy they, secure from pain ! 
And I thy victim now remain : 
Dispatch me ; for my goody-nurse 
Early pre8ag*d this heavy curse: 
She conn'd it by the sieve and shears. 
And now it falls upon my ears~ 
Nor poison fell, with ruin slor*d. 
Nor horrid point of hostiltf sword, 
Nor pleurisy, nw asthma'^ough, 
t Nor crif(ple-gout, shall cut him off: 
A noisy tongue, and babbling breath. 
Shall tease and talk my child to death. 
But if he would avert his fete. 
When he arrives at man*8 estate, 
i;<et him avoid, as he would hanging, 
Tour folks long'Wtuded in haranguing. 

We came to V^su*s about ten. 
And he was bound in person then 
To stand a suit, or by the laws 
He must have forfeited his cause. 
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** Sir, if yoa love mc, step mslde 
A little into QOttrt," he cried. 
If 1 can stand it out, quoth I, 
Or know the practice, let me die: 
Besides, I am oblig'd to go 
Precisdy to the place you know.— 
•« I am divided what to do. 
Whether to leave my cause, or you.'*— 
Sir, I beseech you spare your pains. 

Your humble servant •« By no means. 

1 follow, for he leads the way ; 
Tis death; but captives must obey. 

Then he renews his plaguy strain, as, 
" How stands your friendship with Maecenas. 
For friendships, he contracts but few. 
And sliows in that his judgment true.— ' 
•• C^pmroend mc to your brother-bard. 
No man has play'd a surer card. 
But you should have a man of art; 
One who might act an under-partf 
If jou were pleas'd to recommend 
The man I mention, to your friend. 
Sir, may I never see the light 
But you shall rout your rivals quite ! *— 

We live not there, as yoC suppose. 
On such precarious terms as those: 
Wo family was ever purer ; 
Trom such infections none securer. 
It never hurts me in the least, 
That one excels in wealth, or taste; 
Each person there of course inherits 
A place proporUon*d to his merits— 
" Tis wonderful, and, to be brief, 
A thing almost beyond belief^" — 
'' But, whether you believe, or no. 

The matter is exactly so. 
" This* adds but fuel to the fire, 
The more you kindle my desire 
To kiss his hand, and pay my court.**— 
Asswl, and you shall Uke the ft>rt. 
Such is the vigour of your wit, 
Aad be is one that can submit ; 
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the first attack is therefore nice, 
The matter is to break the ice. 
•* I sba'n't be wanting there,** he cried, 
" ril bribe his servants to my side; 
To-day shut out, still onward press, 
And wa^ the seasons of access ; 
In private haunt, in public meet. 
Salute, escort him through the street. 
There's nothing gotten in this life. 
Without a world of toil and strife !** 

While thus he racks my tortnr*d ears, 
A much-lov*d friend of mine appears, 
Aristius Fuscns, one who knew 
My sweet companion through and through. 
We stop, exchanging " so and so:" 
" Whence come, and whither do you go?" 

I then began in wofol wise 
To nod my head, distort my eyes. 
And pull his renegado sleeve. 
That h« would grant me a reprieve; 
^Sut he was absent all the while, 
Malicious with a leering smile. 

Provok'd at-his dissimulation, 
I burst with spleen and indignation. 
*< I know not what you had to tell 
In private.'—" I remember well : 
But shall a day of business choose, 
Tliis is tho Sabbath of the Jews ; 
You would not thus offend the leathern^ 
curtaird assemblies of the brethren**-— 
* I have no scruples, by your leave. 
On that account.*—** But, sir, I have: 
I am a little superstitious, 
Like many of the crowd capricious: 
Forgive me, if it be a crime. 
And I shall talk another time.*'— 

Oh ! that so black a sun should rise! 
Away the cruel creature flies. 
And leaves me panting for my life 
Aghast beneath the butcher*s knife. 

At last, by special act of grace. 
The plaintiff meeu him face to face» 
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And b«wls aa lood as be covld bellow: 
'* Ha! whither now, Omu vileet fellow? 
Sir, will jou witness fee mj capture?'* 
I signified, I would with rapture; 
And then, to magnify Uie sport. 
He drags. m J prattler into court; 
And thus, amidst the mrise and rabU«, 
Apollo saT*d me ia the squabble. 
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SATIRE X. 



XTBS, I did 8S7» LaciUns' v«rtes roll'd 
•^ In rnder %ty]m precipitately bold ; 
Who read* Lacilius with so fond an eye. 
Partially fond, who can this charge deny? 
But, that with wit he lash*d a vicious age, 
He*s frankly prais'd in the same equal pag«. 
Should I grant more, 1 may as weU admit 
Laberius' forces elegantly writ^ 

*Ti8 noteaough a bursting laugh to raise, ^ 
Tet ev'n this talent may desenre its praise: 
Concise your diction ; let your sense be dear. 
Nor with a weight of words fotigoe the ear. 
Now change from grave to gay with ready art. 
Now play the orator's or poet's part; 
In raillery assume a gay«r air. 
Discreetly hide your strength, your vigour spare. 
For ridicule shall frequently prevail. 
And cut the knot, when graver reasons fail. 

The ancient writers of the comic stage 
Our imitation here may well engage. 
Though read not by Tigellius, smooth of foce. 
Or yonder ape, of horrible grimace. V 

Calvus, Catullus better suit^eir vein, 
Whose wanton songs they chant in tuneful strain. 

But yet a mighty feat it must be thought— 
<* His motley page with Greek and Latin's wrought! " 
Blockheads! who think it wonderful or hard. 
So oft perfbrm'd by yonder Rhod'um bard. 

" But languages each other may refine 
(As Chian softens the Falemian wine) 
At least in verse." But say, my rhiming firiead. 
Were you that thief PetilUns to definid. 
While other lawyers sweated in the cause» 
And urg'd In pure Latinity the laws: 
While wondering crowds upon their language bung. 
Would you, forgetful of yournative tongue, 
LS 

Digitized by Google 



ttO THE WORKS OF HORACE. 

In foreign words and broken phrases spaak. 
The half-form'd jargon of a mongrel Greek? 

In Latium bom, I once prepos'd to write 
Some Grecian versicles: in deep, of night 
(When dreams, they say, are true) Home's founder ros€. 
And awful spake, " You may as well propose 
To carry timber to a wood, as throng 
The crowded writers of the Grecian song." 

Let swelling Furina on th' affrighted stage 
Murder poor Memnon, or in mnddy rage 
Describe the head of lUiine : in idle vein 
I write, what never shall presume to gain 
The prize, where Metius high in judgment sits 
To hear the labours of contending wiU; 
Or where the people with applauding hands 
The well-wrottght scene repeatedly demands. 

Of all mankind, in light and easy vein 
Fundanius best can paint the comic scene. 
The wily harlot, and the slave, who join 
To wipe the miser of his darling coin. 
PoUio in pure Iambic numbers sings 
The tragic deeds of heroes and of kings ; 
While Varius in sublime and ardent vein 
Supports the grandeur of the Epic strain. 
On Virgil all the rural Muses smile. 
Smooth flow his lines, and elegant his style. 
Satire aUme remained, no easy strain. 
Which Varro, and som^ others, tried in vain. 
While I, perhaps, some slight success may claim. 
Though far inferior to th'invwitor's fame : 
Nor from his head shall I presume to tear 
That sacred wreath, he well deserves to wear. 

I said, his verse in muddy rapture flows. 
And more his errors than his beauties shows; 
But, prithee, you that t>oast a critic's name, 
Don't you sometimes the mighty Homer blame ^ 
Does not LueUins, tiiough of gentle strain. 
Correct ev'n Aceius, and reform liis scene? 
And in his pleasantry old Ennius rafte, 
When his dull lines want dignity and weight? 
Tet, when he speaks of his own right to fame. 
Confesses frankly their superior claim . 
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What then forbids our equal right to knoir 
"Why his own verses iDbarmoniotts flow ? 
Or whether in his subject lies the fkult, 
Or ia himself, that tbey^re not higher wrought. 
Than if the art of verse were to confine 
In ten low feet a cold, dull length of line, 
Content hb rhiming talents to display 
Tn twice an hundred verses twice a day. 
Such, Cassius, thy rapidity of song, 
Which like a foaming river pour'd along, 
"W^ose volum'd works (if Fame be not a liar) 
Kindled around thy corpse the funeral fire. 

Lucilius rallies with politer ease 
Than all the rhiming tribe of ancient days, 
Ifay more correct than him (I frankly own) 
Who form'd this kind of verse, to Greece unknown : 
Tet, were he foted to the present age. 
He sure had blotted the redundant page ; 
Prun'd all luxuriant excellence away. 
And, while he laboured o'er th* instructive lay, 
Would oft6n scratcli his head in dull despair. 
And to the quick his nails bemusing tear. 

Would you a reader's just e&teem engage ? 
Correct with frequent care the blotted page ; 
Kor strive the wonder of the crowd to ridse. 
But the few better judges learn to please* 
Be thine, fond madman, some vile school to choose. 
Where to repeat the labours of your Muse, 
While I, like hiss'd Arbuscula unaw'd. 
Despise the vulgar, since the knights appland. 

Say, shall that bug Pantilius move my spleen? 
Shall I be tortur'd, when a wretch obscene. 
Or foolish Fannius, for a sprdid treat 
With sweet Tigellius, shall my verses rate? 
Let Plotius, Varius, and Mascenas deign 
Witli Virgil, Valgius, to approve my strain ; 
I<et good Octavius even endure my lays; 
]>t Fnsctts read, and either Viscus praise; 
Let me, with no mean arts to purchase fiune, 
Follio, Messala, and his brother name ; 
Xet Bibnlus and Servins be my own. 
And Farnius for a critic's candour known; 
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Among mj learned fnends are many mora, 
Whose names I pas* in modest silence o*er : 
Hiese I can wish to smile; e^joj thenr prawe; 
Hope to delight, and grieve if I displease. 
Begone, Demetrius, to 4kj lovesome train 
Of minstrel scholars, and in sighing strain. 
With soft Hermogenes these rUmes d^or^— 
Haste, boy, transcribe me this cm satire more. 
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BOOK II. 

SATIRE I. 
HORACE. TREBATIUS. 



_ H&race. 

rpB£R£ are, to whom too poignant I appear ; 
'■- Beyond the laws of satire too severe. 
My lines are weak, unsinew*d, others say — ~ 
" A man might spin a thousand snch a daj.*' 
What shall I do, Trebatius? 

Trebatius, 

Write no more. 
Horace, 
What ! give the dear delight of scribbling o*er ? 

Trebatius. 
Yes. 

Horace. 
Let roe die but jour advice were best. 
Blit, sir, I cannot sleep; I cannot rest. 

Trebatitu. 
Swim o*er the Tiber, if you want to sleep. 
Or the dull sense in t'other bottltf steep ; 
If you must write, to Caesar tune your lays. 
Indulge your genius, and your fortune raise. 

Horace* 
Oh ! were I equal to the glorious theme. 
Bristled with spears his iron war should gleam : 
A thousand dartt should pierce the hardy Oaul, 
And from his horse the wounded Parthian fall. 
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Trebatius. 
Then give hU p«ftceful virtues forth to Fame ; 
His fortitnde and justice be your theme. 

Horace. 
Tes. I will hold the daring theme ia view. 
Perhaps hereafter your advice pursue. 
Bat Caesar never will your Flaccus hear ; 
A languid panegyric hurts hii ear. 
Too strongly guarded from the poet*s lays. 
He spurns the flatterer, and hisjsancy praise. 

Trebatius. 
Better even this, than cruelly defame. 
And point buffoons and villains out by name» 
Sure to be hated even by those you spare. 
Who hate in just proportion as they fear. 

Horace. 
Tell me, Trebatius, are not all mankind 
To different pleasures, different whims inclin*d ? 
Millonius dances when his head grows light. 
And the dim lamp shines double to his sight. 
The Cwin-born brothers in their sports divide ; 
Pollux loves boxing ; Castor joys to ride. 
Indulge me then in this my sole delight. 
Like great and good Lucilius let me write. 

Behold him frankly to his book impart. 
As to a friend, the secrets of bis heart : 
To write was all his aim, too heedless bard ! 
And well or ill, unworthy hfs regard. 
Hence the old man stands open to your view. 
Though with a careless hand the pie«e he drew. 

His steps I follow in pursuit of Fame, 
Whether Lucania or Appulia claim 
The honour of my birth ; for on the lands. 
By Samnites once possest, Venusium stands, 
A forward barrier, as old tales relate. 
To stop the course of war, and guard the state. 

Let this digression, as it may. succeed— 
Ko honest man shall by my satire bleed ; 
It guards me like a sword, and safe it lies 
Witiiin the sheath, till villains round me rise. 

Dread King and Father of the mortal race. 
Behold me, harmless bard, how fond of peace ! 
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And may all kinds of mischief-making steel 
In rust, eternal ruse, thj vengeance feel ! 
Bat who provokes me, or attacks taj fame, 
** Better not touch me, friend,*' I loud exclaim, 
His ejes shall weep the folly of his tongue. 
By laughing crowds in rueful ballad sung. 

Th* informer -Cervius threatens with the laws; 
Turius your judge, you surely lose your cause: 
Are you the object of Canidia's hate f 
Drugs, poisons, incantations, are your fitte: 
For powerful Katare to her creatures Aows 
With various arms to terrify their foes. 
The wolf with teeth, the bull with horns can fight; 
Whence, but from instinct, and an inward light? 
Uis long4ivM mother trusts to ScKva'e care— 

Trdfotitis. 
Ko deed of blood his pious hand could dare. 
Horace. 

Wondrous indeed! that bulls ne'er strive to' b4^' 
Kor wolves with desperate horns engage in fight. 
Ko mother's blood the geutle Scaeva spills, 
But with a draught of honey'd poison kills. 

Then, whether age my peaceful hours attend. 
Or Death his sable pinions round me bend : 
Or rich, or poor: at Rome; to exile driven: 
Whatever lot by powerful Fate is given : 
Yet write I will. 

Trebatius. 
O boy, thy fate is sped. 
And shore thy days. Some lord shall strike thee dead 
With freesing look— 

Horetce. 

What ! in his honesl page 
When good Ludlius lash'd a vicious age. 
From conscious villains tore the mask away. 
And stripped them naked to the glsre of day. 
Were Laelius or his friend (whose glorious name 
From conquerM Carthage deathless rose to fame) 
Were thf y displeased, when villains and their<«rimes 
Were covei'd o'er with infamy and rhimes? 
llie factious demagogue he made his prisie. 
And durst the people tribe by tribe cbastbc; 
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Tet trae to ▼irt««, mud to virtne's friends^ 
To th«m alcme with rev«reno« he bendt. 
When Sdpio's virtoey uid, of o^ar rma. 
When LiBliiu* wisdom, from the hosy scene. 
And crowd of life, the Tolgsr- and the freat* 
Could with their fiiToarito satirist retreat* 
Lightlj tbej iMifbM at manj aa idle jest. 
Until their frugal fisast of herbs was drest. 

What though with great Ladlias I disclMm 
AU saucy rivalship of birth or fame* 
Spite of hars^f even Envy must confess. 
That I the frieodship of the great possess. 
And, if she dara attempt my honest fame, 
Shall break her teeth against my solid name. 
This is my plea^ on this I rest my cause — 
What says my counsel, learned in the laws ? 
TrelHMtita. 

Your case is clearer; yet let me advise; 
Fofaad mishaps from ignorance arise. 
S^old the pains and penalties decreed 
To libellers— 

Horace. 
To libellers indeed. 
But if with truth his characters he draws. 
Even Ciesar shall support the poet's cause ; 
The formal process shall be tnrn*d to aport. 
And you dismiss'd with honour by the court. 
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SATIRE II. 



WHAT, and how great the virtue, friends, to live 
On what the gods with frugal bounty give 
(Nor are they mine, but sage OfeUns' rules, 
Of mothet'Wit, and wise without ^he schools) 
Come learn with me, but learn before ye dine. 
Ere with luxurioas pomp the table shine ; 
Ere yet its madding splendors are displayed. 
That dull the sense, and the weak mind mblead. 
Yet why before we dine? I'll tell ye, friends, 
A judge, when brib'd, but ill to truth attends. 

Pursue the chase i th* unmanag'd courser rein : 
Or, if the Roman war ili suit thy vein 
To Grecian revels foitn'd, at tennis play, 
Or at the manly discus waste the day; 
With vigour hurl it through the yielding air 
(The sport shall make the labour less severe): 
Then, when the loathings, that from surfeits rise. 
Are queird by toil, a homely meal despise ; 
Then the Falernian grape with pride disclaim. 
Unless with honey we correct its flame. 

Your butler strolls abroad ; the winter'd sea 
Defends its fish ; but you can well allay 
The stomach's angry roar with bread and salt— 
"Whence can this rise ? you ask ; from whence tHe fault ? 
In you consists the pleasure of the treat. 
Not in the price or flavour of the meat. 

Let esercise give reHsh to the dish, 
Since nor the various luxuries of fish, 
Vor foreign wild-fowl can delight the pale, 
Sorfeit-swoln guest; yet I shall ne'er prevail 
To make our men of taste a pullet choose. 
And the gay peacock with its train refuse ; 
For the rare bird at mighty price is sold, 
' And lo ! what wonders from its tail unfold ! 
But can these whims a higher gusto raise, 
I7nless you eat the plumage that you praise? 
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Or do its glories, when *tis boil'd, remaia? 
Ko ; 'tis th' uneqoatl'd beaut j of its train 
Deludes your eye, and charms you to the feast. 
For hens and peacocks are alike in taste. 

But say, by what discernment are you taaght 
To know, that this voracious pike was caught 
Where the full riTer*s lenient waters glide. 
Or where the bridges break the rapid tide: 
In the mid ocean, or where Tiber pays 
With broader course his tribute to the seas? 

Madly you praise the muU^s three pound w«iffat, 
And yet you stew it piece-meal ere yon eat ; 
Your eye deceives you ; wherefore else dislike 
The nHtural greatness of a full-grown pike, 
Yet in a mullet so much joy express i 
** Pikes are by nature large, and mullets less.*' 

Oive me, the harpy-throated glutton cries. 
In a large dish a mullet's largest sise: 
descend, ye southern winds, propitious haste. 
And dress his dainties for this man of taste. 
And yet it needs not; for when such excess 
Shall his o*er-jaded appetite oppress. 
The new'Caught turbot*s tainted ere he eat. 
And bitter herbs are a delicious treat. 

But still some ancient poverty remains ; 
The egg and olive yet a place maintains 
At great men's tables ; nor, till late, the fiune 
Of a whole sturgeon damn'd a prsstor's name. 

Did ocean then a smaller turbot yield ? 
Hie towering stork did once in safety build 
Her airy nest, nor was the turbot caught. 
Till your great praetor better precepts taught. 

Tell them, that roasted cormorants are a Gnat, 
Our docile youth obey the man of taste ; 
But sage Ofellus marks a decent mean 
A sordid and a frugal meal between ; 
For a profuse expense in vain you shun, 
If into sordid avarice you run. 

Avidienus, who by public fame 
Was called the dog, and merited the'name. 
Wild cornels, olives five years old, devoured, 
Kor, till his wine was tum*d, bis pure libations pooi'd. 
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When TobM id white he mark'd with festal mirth 
His day of marriage, or his hour of birth. 
From his one twttle, of somf two pound weight. 
With oil, of execrable stench, replete. 
With his own hand he dropp'd his cabbage o*6r, 
But spar'd his, oldest vinegar no more. 

How shall the wise decide, thus org'd between 
The proverb's ravening wolf and dog obscene i 
Jjtt him avoid the equal wretchedness 
Of sordid filth, or prodigal excess; 
"XfoT his poor slaves like old Albucius rate, 
When he gives orders for some curious treat: 
If or yet, like IVsevius, carelessly unclean, 
His guests with greasy water entertain. 

This too is vile. New mark, what blessings flow ' 
From temperate meals: and first, they can bestow 
That prime of blessings, health; for you'll confess 
That various meats the stomach must oppress. 
If you reflect how light, how well you were, ^ 

When plain and simple was your cheerful fare; K. 
But roast, and boii'd, when you promiscuous eat. 
When fowl and shell-fish in confusion meet. 
Sweets, turn'd to choler, with cold phlegm engage. 
And civil war in the rack'd stomach wage. 

Behold how pale the sated guests arise 
From suppers, puzaled with varieUes! 
The body too, with yesterday's excess 
Burtlien'd and tir'd, shall the pure soul depress; 
Weigh down this portion of celestial birth, ' 

This breath of God, and fix it to the earth. 

Who down to sleep from a short supper liej^ 
Can to the next day's business vigorous rise, 
Or jovial wander (when the circling year 
Brings back some festal day) to better cheer. 
Or when his wasted strength he would restore, 
When years apfwoach, and age's feeble hour 
A softer treatment claim. But if in prime 
Of youth and health you Uke before your time ^ 
The luxuries of life, where is their aid » 

When age or sickness shall your strength invaded _* 

Our fathers lov'd (and yet they had a nose) 
A tainted boar; but I believe they chose 
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The rnonldj iHgments with a friend to est. 
Rather than eat it' whole tiiemseWes, and aweet. 
Ohi that the earth, when vigorous and jovmg. 
Had borne me this heroic race among ! 

Do you the voice of Fame with pleasure hear? 
(Sweeter tlian verse it charms the human ear) 
Behold, what inlamy and ruin rise 
From a large dish, where the large tnrbot lies! 
Tour friends, your neighbours all your folly hate. 
You hate yourself, in vain, and curse your fate. 
When, though you wish for death, yon want the p«V 
To purchase even a rope to hang yourself. 
It ** These precepts well may wretched Treasias latc: 

* ^ But why to me ? 80 large is my estate, 
^^ And such an ample revenue it brings 
To satiate even Uie avarice of kings.** 

V Then why not better use this proud excess 

Of worthless wealth ? Why liveis in deep distress 

^ man unworthy to be poor, or why 

Che temples of the gods in ruins lie? 

Why not of such a massy treasure spare 

To thy dear country, wretch, a moderate shars? ' 

Shalt thou alone no change of fortune know? 

Thou future laughter to thy dieiadliest foe ! 

But who, with conscious spirit self^ecure, 
A change of fortune better shall endure? 
He, who witli such variety of food 
Pampers his passions, and inflames his blood, 
^ Or he, contented with his little store, 
"^ And wisely cautious of the future hour, 
•* Who in the time of peace with prudent care 
Shall for th' extremities of war prepare ? 

But, deeper to impress this useful -truth, 
I knew the sage Ofellus in my youth 
living, when wealthy, at no larger rate 
^ Than in his present more cdntracted state. 
I saw the hardy hireling till the ground 
fTVas once his own estate); and while aroaad 
His^attle graa'd, and children listening stood« 
1^ cheerful swain his pleasing tale pursoed. 

On working days I had no idle treat, 

V Bat a smok'd leg of pork and greens I eat; 
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fet when arrived some long-expected guest, 

>r rainy weather gave an hour of rest, 

f a l^ind neighbour then a visit paid, 

Vn entertainment more profuse I made ; 

liough vrith a kid, or pullet, well content, 

fe'er for luturions fish to Rome I sent; 

V^ith nuts and figs I crown*d the cheerful board, 

:*he largest that the season could afford. 

:*be social glass went round with cheerfulness, 

kod our sole rule was to avoid excess. 

>ar due libations were to Ceres paid, 

To bless our corn, and fill the rising blade, 

¥hile the gaj wine dispelled each anxious care, 

kod sinooth'd the wrinkled forehead too severe. 

Let Fortune rage, and new disorders make, 
from such a life how little can she take ! 
)r have we liv'd at a more frugal rate 
•ince this new stranger seia*d on our estate? 
Mature will no perpetual heir assign, 
)r make the farm his property or mine, 
le turn'd us out:- but follies all his own, 
ir laW'Suits, and their knaveries jinknown, 
»r, all his follies and his law-suits past, 
Otoe long-liv*{^ heir shall turn him out at last, 
'he farm, once mine, now bears Umbrenus* nnm 
'he use alone, not property we claim : 
lien be not with your present lot deprest, 
knd meet the future witJi undaunted breast. 
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SATIRE III. 

DAMASIPPUS. HORAC£. 

Damasijypus. 
TF hftrdly onctf^ quarter of a year, 
-*- So idle grown, a single sheet appear; 
If angry at yourself, that sleep and wine 
Enjoy your hours, while anxious to refine 
Your labours past, no more your voice you raise 
To aught, that may deserve the public praise. 
What shall be done? When Saturn's jovial feast 
Seem'd too luxuriant to your so^xr taste. 
Hither you fled. Then try the pleasing strain: 
^Come on : begin. 

Horace. 
Alas! 'tis all in vain: 
While I with impotence of rage abase 
My harmless pens, the guiltless walls accuse ; 
Walls, diat seem*d rais'd in angry heaven's despite, 
The curse of peevish poets, when they write. 

Damusippus. 
And yet you threatened something wondrous great, 
When you should warm you in your country seat. 
Why crowd tlie volumes of the Grecian sace, 
Rang'd with the vrriters of the comic stage? 
Think you the wrath of envy to appease. 
Your virtue lost in idleness and ease? 
Unhappy bard, to sure contempt you run ; 
Then learn the Siren Indolence to shun. 
Or poorly be content to lose the fame. 
Which your past hours of better life might claim. 

Horace. 
Sage Damasippus, may the powers divine. 
For this same excellent advice of thine. 
Give thee a barber, in their special grace. 
To nurse your beard, that wisdom of the fiicel' 
Yet, prithee, tell me whence I'm so well knowa. 
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Damasippus. 
When I had lost all basiness of my own. 
And at th* Exchange mj ship-wreck'd fortunes broke, 
I nainded the affairs of other folk. 
In rare anttqoes full carious was my taste; 
Here the rude chissel's rougher strokes I trac*d; 
In flowing brats a vicious hardness found. 
Or bought a statue for five hundred poun<V 
A perfect connoisseur. At gainful rate, 
I purchas'd gardens^ or a mansion-seat. 
Thus, through the city I was known to fome. 
And Mercury's favourite my public name. 

Horace. 
I knew your illness, and amasM beheld 
Tour sudden cure. 

DamaHppus. 
A new disease ezpell'd 
My old disorder : as when changing pains 
Fly to the stomach from the head and reins. 
Thus the lethargic, starting ftx>m his bed, 
In boxing phrensy broke his doctor's head. 

Horace. 
Spare but this phrensy, use>me as you please— 

Damasippus. 
Oood sir, don't triumph in your own disease. 
For all are fools or mad, as well as you, 
At least, if what Stertinius says, be true, 
Whose wondrous precepts I with transport heard, 
What time he bade me nurse this reverend beard. 
Cheerful from the Fabrictan bridge depart, 
And with the words of comfort fill'd my heart. 
For when, my fortune lost, resoWd I stood. 
Covering my head, to plunge into the flood. 
Propitious be address'd me — 

Stcrtinivts. 

Friend, take heed, 
If or wrong yourself by this unworthy deed. 
Tis but a vicious modesty to fear 
Among the mad a madman to appear. 
But listen heedful first, while I explain 
What madness is, what error of the brain ; 
And if in you alone appear its power. 
Then bravely perish: I shall say no «^^<|^ i^ 
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Whom vicious follies, or whom fals^ood, bliod, . 
Are by the Stoics held of mtddiog kind. 
All bat the wise ere bj this process bounds 
The subject nations, and the monarch crown'd. 
And they who call yon fool, with equal cUim 
May plead an ample title to tiie name. 

When in a wood we leave t^ certain wnj 
One error fools us, though we various straj: 
Some to the 1^ some tarn to t'oAo' side r 
So he, who dares thy madness to deride. 
Though you may frankly own yourself « fool. 
Behind him trails his mark of ridicule. 
For various follies fill the human breast. 
As, with unreal terrors when possesfc,. 
A wretch in superstitious phrensy cries, 
" Lo ! in the plain, fires, rocks,|||ad rivers, rise! " 

A different madness, though not less, inspires 
The fool, who rushes wild through streams and 

fires; 
nis mother, sister, father, friends and wif^^ 
Cry ont, in vain, Ah^! yet preserve thy life ; 
That head-long ditch ! how dreadful it appears! 
That hanging precipice ! No. more he hears. 
Than drunken Fufius lately at the play. 
Who fairly slept Ilione away, 
While the full pit, with damorous thousands, crie^ 
' Awake, dear mother, to my aid, arise.* 

Kqw listen while full clearly I maintain 
Such is the vulgar error of the brain. 
Some rare antique, suppose, your madness bays; 
Is he, who lends the money, less unwise? 
Or if the usurer PerilUus said. 
Take what I ne'er expect shall be repaid. 
Are you a fool to take it, or not more 
T' affront tlie god, who sends the shining store } 

PerilUus, 
Ay ; but I make him on a banker draw-~ 

SterHnijus. 
*Tn not enough: add all the forms of law; 
The knotty contracts of Cicuta's brain ; 
This wicked Proteus shall escape the cJiaio: 
Drag him to justice, he's a bird, tree, stone. 
And laughs as if his cheeks w^re not lOs own. 
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If bad economists are held anwisv. 
In good economy some wisdom lies. 
And then PerilUus is of tainted brain. 
Who takes your bond, to sue for it in vain. 

Come all, whose breasU with bad ambition rise, 
Or the pale passion, that /or money dies, 
"With luxury, or superstition's gloom, 
"Whate'er disease your health of mind consume^ 
Compose your robes; in decent ranks draw near. 
And, that ye all are mad, witlx reverence hear. 

Misers make whole Anticyra their own: 
Its hellebore resenr'd for them alone. 
Staberins thus compeU'd his heirs t' engrave 
On his proud tomb what legacies be gave. 
Or stand condemned to give the crowd a feast. 
By Arrius form'd in elegance of taste, 
And gladiators, even an hundred pair. 
With all ^e corn of Afric's fruitful year. 
Such is my will, and whether fool or wise, - 
I scorn your censures, the testatoj- cries. 
Wisely perceiving-^ 

Damanppua. 
What could he perceive, 
Thus on his tomb his fortune to engrave } 

Stertinitis. 
Long as he liv'd he lopk'd on poverty. 
And shunn'd it as a crime of blackest dye ; 
And bad he died one farthing less in pelf. 
Had seem'd a worthless villain to himself; 
For virtue, glory, beauty, all divine 
And human pdwers, immortal gold! aro thine; 
And he, who piles the shining heap, shall rise * 
Noble, brave, just— 

Damasippua. 
You will not caU him wise. 
Stertinius. 
Yes; any thing; a monarch, if he please: 
And thus Staberius, nobly fond of praise. 
By latest times might hope to be.admir'd. 
As if his virtue had his wealth acquired. 
When Aristippus, on the Libyan waste 
Commands his slaves, because it stopp'd their haste. 
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To throw away his gold, does he not seem 
To be as mad in o'pposlte extreme? 

Damasipptts. 
By such examples, troth can ne'er be tried: 
They but perplex the question, not decide. 

)SterHniiif. 
If a man fiUM his cabirtet with lyr«s. 
Whom neither music charms, nor muse inspires: 
Should he bay la*ts and khives, who nevw made 
A shoe ; or if a wi?ht, who liated trade. 
The sails and tackle for a vessel bought. 
Madman or fool he might be justly thought. 
But, prithee, where's the difference, to behold 
A wretch, who heaps and hides his darling gold; 
Wlio knows not how to use the massy store» 
Yet dreads to violate the sacred ore? 

With a long club, and everoped eyes. 
To guard his com its wretched master lies. 
Nor dares, though hungry, touch the hoarded grti», 
While bitter herbs his frugal life sustain : 
If in his cellar lie a thousand flasks 
(Nay, let them rise to thrice a thousand casks) 
Of old FalerDian, or the Chian vine. 
Yet if he drink mere vinegar for wine; 
If, at fourscore, of straw he made his bed. 
While moths upon his rotting carpets fed ; 
By few, forsooth, a madman he is thought. 
For half mankind the same disease have caught. 

Thou dotard, cursed in the love of pelf, 
For fear of starving, will you starve yourself? 
Or do you this ill-gotten treasure save 
For a luxurious son, or favourite slave? 
How little would thy mass of money vpaste. 
Did you on better oil and cabbage feast. 
Or on thy clotted hair, and dandruflF-head, 
A sweeter, more expensive, essence shed 1 

If nature wish for no immoderate store. 
When you forswear, and rob, and steal for more. 
Still are you sound? But, when your folly raves. 
If you should stone the people, or your slaves; 
Those slaves, whom you with pelf, how precious! buy, 
Our boys and gii4s, A madman, madman ! Cry. 
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Is your head safe, although you hang your wife, 
Or take by poison your old mother's life ? 
What ! nor in Argos you commit the deed, 
Kor did your mother by a dagger bleed ; 
Kor by a mad Orestes was she slain— 
But was Orestes of untainted brain, 
Or was he not by furies dire possest. 
Before be plung'd his dagger in her breast? 

Yet from the time you hold him hurt in mind, 
His actions are of harmless, blameless kind. 
He neither stabs his sister, nor his friend ; 
la a few curses his worst passions end; 
He calls her fury, or whatever names 
Flow from a breast which choler high enflamet. 

Poor was Opimius, though full rich his chest. 
In earthem cups, on some more solemn feast, 
Quaff'd the crude juices of a meagre vine. 
On week-days dead and vapid was his wine, 
When with an heavy lethargy opprest. 
His heir in triumph ran frofti chest to chest : 
Swift to his aid his faithful doctor flies, 
And this expedient to awake him tries : 
From out hi» bags he pours the shining store. 
And bids a crowd of people count it o'er ; 
Tlien plac*d the table ne'er his patient's bed. 
And loud, as if he rous'd him from the dead, 
** Awake, and guard your wealth; this moment 

wake: 
Your ravening heir will evei-y shilling take.*' 
WhatI while I live? "Then, wake, that you may 

live ; 
Here take the'best prescription I can give : 
Your bloodless veins, your appetite will fail, 
Unleas you raise them by a powerful meal. 
Take this ptisan—" What will it cost? Nay, hold. , 
" A very trifle." Sir, I will be told — 
" Three pence." — Alas ! what does it signiiV> 
Whether by doctors or by thieves I die? 

Damasippus, 
Who then la sound? 

Stertinius. 
Whocver's not a fool. 
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Danuuippua, 
What think you of the wiser? 
SterttnUis, 

By my rule. 
Both fool and madman. 

Damasipput. 

Is he sound and well. 
If not a miser? 

Stertinius. 
No. 

Damasipptis, 
I prithee tell. 
Good Stoic, why? 

Stertinius, 
Let us suppose you heard 
An able doctor, who perchance declared 
His patient's stomach good ; yet shall he risea 
Or is he veil? Ah! no, the doctor cries. 
Because a keen variety of pains 
Attack the wretch's side, or vex his reins. 

You are not perjur'd, nor to gold a slave; 
Let heaven your grateful sacrifice receive. 
But if your breast with bold ambition glows. 
Set sail where hellebore abundant grows* 
For, prithee, say, what difference can you find. 
Whether to scoundrels of the vilest kind 
You throw away your wealth in lewd excess. 
Or know not to enjoy what you possess? 

When rich Oppidius, as old tales relate. 
To his two sons divided his estate. 
Two ancient farms, he call'd them to his bed. 
And dying, thus, with faltering accent, said: 
In your loose robe when I have seen you bear 
Your play-things, Aulus, with an heedless air. 
Or careless give them^o your friends away, 
Or with a gamester's desperate spirit play ; 
While you, Tiberius, anxious counted o'er 
Your childish wealth, and hid the little store, 
A different madness seem'd to b§ your fate, 
Misers or spendthrifts born to imitate. 
Then, by our household gods, my sons, I charge, 
That you ne'er lessen, that you ne'er enlarge 

I 
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^Vhat seenift sufficiept to your tender sire, 
And nature's most unbounded wants require. 

Then lest ambiUon tempt ye, hear this oath. 
By whose eternal power I bind ye both: 
Curs'd be the wretch, an object of my hate, * 

Whoe'er accepts an office in the slate ! 
Will you in largesses exhaust your store. 
That you may proudly stalk the Circus o'er ; 
Grin the Capitol embrona'd may stand, 
Spoil'd of your fortune and paternal land; 
And thus, forsooth, Agrippa's praise engage, 
Or show, with reynard's tricks, the lion's rage? 

Wherefore does Ajax thus unbuhed lie ? 
Agamemnon. 



We arc a king. 
And ask no more 



SteHinius. 
A base plebeian I, 



Agafnemnon, 
_ *Twas just what we decreed ; 

But, if you think it an unrighteous deed. 
Speak what you think. We here our rights resigh. 

Stertinius. 
Greatest of monarchs, may the powers divine 
A safe return permit you to enjoy, 
With your victorious fleet, from ruin'd Troy— 
But may I ask, and answer without fear? 

Jigamemnon, 
You may. 

Btertinius, 
Then wherefore rots great Ajax here. 
For many a Grecian sav»d who well might churn 
To brave Achilles the next place in fame? 
Is it that Priam, and the sires of Troy, 
May view his carcass with malignant joy, 
Bj whom their sons so oft destroyed in fight 
la their own country want the fuuerdl rite ? 

Agcunemnon. 
A thousand sheep the frantic kiU'd, and cried, 
•• Here both Atrides; there Ulysses died." 

Stertirdus. 
When your own child you to the altar ted, . 
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And poor'd the salted meal upoo her head ; 
When jou beheld the lovely victim alain» 
Unnatural father I were you sonnd of braui? 

Agamtmrtion. 
Why not ? 

Stertiniuf, 
Then what did frantic i^ax do. 
When in his rage a thousand sheep he slew ? 
Kor on his wife or son he drew his sword. 
On Atreos' sons alone his corses ponr*d; 
Nor oft his brother tnrn'd the vengefnl sted, 
Nor did Ulysses his resentment feel. 

JSgamemnon, 
Bat I, while adverse winds tempestuous roar. 
To loose our fated navy from the shore 
Wisely with blood the powers divine atone— 

StertiniuS' 
What! your own blood, you madman? 
Agmnemnon* 

Tea, my own; 
But yet not mad. 

Stertinms. 
'Tis a disorder'd head, 
Which, by the passions in confusion led, 
The images of right and wrong mistakes. 
And rage or folly no great difference raakea. 

Was Ajax mad» when those poor lambs he slew t 
And are your senses right, while you pursue. 
With such a crime, an empty title's fame? 
Is the heart pure high^welling for a name? 
Should a man take a lambkin in his chair. 
With fondling names caress the spotless foir ; 
Clothes, maids, and gold, as for his child, provide. 
And a stout husband for the lovely bride. 
His civil rites the judge would take away. 
And to trustees in guardianship convey. 
Then sure you will not call him sound of brain. 
By whom his daughter for a lamb was slain. . 
Folly and gjuilt are madness in th* extreme; 
The impious and the mad eternally the same. 
Blood-suin'd Bellona thondera round bis head. 
Who is by glassy fome a capUve led. 
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Now try the sous of luxury, you'll find, 
Right reason proves them /ools of noadding kind. 
A youth, upon his father's death, receives 
A thousand talents, and his ordei;8 gives. 
That all the trades of elegance and taste, 
All who with wit and humour joy a feast, 
Tlie impious crowd, that fills the Tuscan street. 
Early next morning at his house should meet. 
What then ? they frequent his command dbey*d. 
And thus his speech the wily Pander made: 
Whate'er these people have: whate'er is mine; 
To-day, to-morrow' 8en.d, he sure is thine. 

Hear the just youth this generous answer make: 
** In clumsy boots, dear hunter, for my sake, 
You sleep in wild Lucania's snowy waste. 
That I at night en a whole boar may feast. 
For fish you boldjy sweep the wintry seas, 
That I, unworthy, may enjoy my ease. 
Let each five hundred pounds, with pleasure, take. 
To thee, dear FaAder, I a present make 
Of twice a thousand, that with all h«fi<«lltrms 
Your wife at night may run into my arms.^ 

An actor's son dissolv'd a wealthy pearl 
(The precious ear-ring of his favourite ghrl) 
In vinegar, and thus luxu>iou> quaff'd 
A thousaad solid talenu at a draught. 
Had he not equally his wisdom shown, 
Into tlie sink or river were it thrown? 

A noble pair of brothers, twins, in truth. 
In all th' excesses, trifles, crimes of youth. 
On nighl^i^lei of monstrous purchase din*d; 
What is their process? Are they sound of mind? 

Suppose, in childish architecture skill'd, 
A bearded sage his castle-cottage build. 
Play odd afid even, ride his reedy cane. 
And yoke his harness*d mice, 'tis madness plain. 
But what if reason, powerful reason, prove 
'Us more than equal childishness to love? 
If there's no diflference, whether in the dust 
Yon sport your infent works, or, high ia lust, 
An harlot's cruelty with tears deplore. 
Will yon, like nradwchaag'd Polemon of yore; 
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Throw off the ensigns of the dear disease. 

The arts of dress, and earnestness to please? 

For the gay yooth, though high with liqoor warmM, 

Was bj the sober sage*s doctrine charm'd ; 

Chastis'd he listen*d to th* instructive lore. 

And from his head the breathing garland tore. 

A peevish boy shall proffered fruit despise : 
*' Take it, dear puppy.*' Ko, and yet he cries. 
If yon refuse it. Does not this discover 
The froward soul of a discarded lover. 
Thus reasoning with himself? What! when thu^ 

sliglited 
Shall I retarn, return though unhivited ? 
Yes, he sliall sure return, and lingering wait 
At the proud doors he now presumes to hate. 
" Shall I not go if she submissive send, 
Or here resolve, my injuries shall end ? 
Expeird, recallM, Shall I go back again ? 
Vo ; let her kneel ; for she shall kneel in vain.** 
Wh ^n , to ! his wily servant well replied^ 
Tliiuk not^y'wiie and reason, sir, to guide 
What ne*er by reason or by measure move, 
For peace and war succeed by turns in love; 
And while tempestuous these emotions roll, 
- And float witli blind disorder in the soul, 
Who strives to fix them by one certain rule, 
AUy by right rule and reason play the fool. 
Whrh from the roof the darted pippins bound, 
l3oes the glad omen 4>rove your senses sound? 
Or when with aged tongue you Ibp your phrases- 
Is he more mad, who that child-cottage raises? 
'ilien add the murders of this fond desire. 
And with the sword provoke tlie madding fire. 

When jealous Marius late his mistress slew. 
And from a precipice himself he tlirew. 
Was he not mad ? or c^n you by jour rule 
Condemn the murderer, and acquit the fool ? 
But though iu civil phrase you change the name, 
Madman and fool for ever are the same. 

With hands clean wash'd, a sober, ancient wight 
Ran praying through the -streets at early light, 
" Snatch me from death ; grant me alone to live ; 



Digitized by Google 



SATIUES, BOOK II. «'19 

No mighty boon; with case the gods can give." 
Sound were his senses; yet, if he were sold. 
His master sure this weal^ness must have told, 
And, if not fond a law-suit to maintain. 
Must have confessed the slave unsound of brain. 
'Phis crowd is by t)ie doctrine of our schools 
Enroird in the large family of fools. 

Hf r child beneath a quartan fever lies 
For full five months ; when the fond mother cries, 
'* Sickness and health are thine, all-powerful Jove, 
Then from my son this dire disease remove ; 
And when your priests thy solemn fast proclaim, 
Naked the boy shall stand in Tiber's stream." 
Mould chance, or the physician's art, up-raisa 
Her infant from this d(«perate disease. 
The frantic dame shall plunge her hapless boy. 
Bring back the fever, and the child destroy. 
Tell me, what horrors thus have turn'd her head? 
Of the good gods a superstitious dread. 

Damcuippta. 
These arms Stertinius gave me, our eighth sage. 
That none unpunish'd may provoke my rage : 
Who calls me mad, shall hear himself a fool. 
And know he trails his mark of ridicule. 

Great Stoic, so may better bargains raise 
Your rpin'd fortune, tell me, if you please, 
Since follies are thus various in their kind. 
To what dear madness am I most inclined? 
For I, methinks, my reason well maintain— 

Damasippus, 
What! did Agave then suspect her brain. 
When, by a Bacchanalian phrensy led, 
In her own hand she carriedher son's head? 

Horace. 
Since we must yield to truth, 'tis here confest, 
I am a fool; with madness too possest. 
But since my mind's distemper'd, if you please, 
What seems the proper kind of my disease? 

hamasippus. 
First that you build, and, scarce of two foot height, 
Mimic the mighty sUtore of the great. 
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While jon, fortootbr^a dwarf in •mu, deride 
His haughty spirit and gigantic stride. 
Yet are yoa less ridiculous, who dare. 
Mere mimic, with Ifctenas to compare ? 

It chanc*d a mother<frog bad »tr«ll*d ahroad,^ 
When a fell ox upon her young ones trod ; 
And only one escap'd, who thus ezpress'd 
The doleful news— >' Ah me ! a monstrous beast 
My brothers In^ destroyM." How large? she cries. 
And swelling forth— was this the mons'to-^s siae? 
Then larger grows— What! is he larger still? 
When more and more she strives her bulk to £11; 
" Kay, though you burst, you ne'er shall be so great." 
No idle image, Horace, of thy state. ^ 
Your verses too ;' that oil, which feeds the flame; 
If ever bard was wise, be thine the name.' 
That horrid rage of tcmpe^- 

Horace. 

Yet have donel 
Datnaaippus. 
That vast expense*- 

Sorace. 

Qaad Stoic, mind your ow»- 
Damatippus. 
Those thousand furious p^*ns for the fur— 

Hornec 
Thott mightier fool, inferior idtotft apwe.. 
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SATIRE IV. 
HORACE. CATIUS. 

Horace 
TTTHEKCE comes my Cfttiiu? «}»itfaer in tmeh 
^^ haste? 

CaUut* 
I have no time in idle prate to waste. 
I most away to treasure in my mind 
A set of precepts, novel and refined; 
Such as Pythagoras could never reach, 
Kor Socrates npr scienc'd Plato teach. 

JBorooe. 
I ask your pardon, and confess my crime. 
To interrupt you at so cross a time. 
But yety if aught escap'd through strange neglect, 
Tott shall with ease the wisdom reoidlect. 
Whether you boast, from nature or from art. 
This wondrous gift of holding things by heart. 

Catnu, 
I meant to store them total in my bead. 
The matter nice, and wrought of subtle thread. 

Horace, 
But prithee, Catius, whaf s your sage's name ? 
Is he a Roman, or of foreign fame? 

Cati%ta, 
His precepts I shall willingly reveal^ 
And sing his doctrines, but his name conoeal. 

Long be your eggs, iu sweeter than the round, 
Cock-eggs they are, more nourishing and sound. 
In thirsty fields a richer colewort grows, 
Than where the watery garden overflows. 
If by an evening guest perchance surpris'd. 
Lest the tough hen (I pray you be advisM) 
Should quarrel with his teeth, let her be drown'd 
In lees of wioe»and she*U be tender found. ' 

Best flavour'd mushrooms meadow land supplies^ 
In other kuids a dangoroos p<»soo lies. 
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He shall vitk vigour bear the summer's heat. 
Who after dinner shall be sure to eat 
His mulberries, of blackest, ripest dyes, 
And gathered ere the morning<&un arise. 
Aufidius first, most injudicious, qaaff'd 
Strong wine and honey for his morning draught. 
With lenient beverage fill your empty veins. 
And smoother mead shall better scour the reios. 
Sorrel and white-wine, if you costive prove. 
And mtiscles, all obstructions shall remove. 
In the new moon all shell-fish fill with juice^ 
But not all seas the richer sort produce; 
The largest in tlie Lucrine lake ve find. 
But the Circsean are of sweeter kind. 
Crayfish are best on the Misenian coasts. 
And soft Tarentum broadest scollops boasts. 

If not exact and elegant of taste. 
Let none presume to understand a feast. 
*Tis DOC enough to buy the precious fisli. 
But know what sauce gives flavour to the dish, 
If stew'd or roasted it shall relish best. 
And to the table rouse the languid guest. 

If the half-tainted flesh of boars you hate, 
Let the round dishes bend beneath the weight 
Of those with acorns fed ; though ^t, indeed, 
The rest are vapid from the marshy reed. 
The vine-fed goat's not always luscious fare; 
Wise palates choose the wings of pregnant hare. 

Hone before me so sapient to engage 
To tell the various nature, or the age 
or fish and fowl ; that secret was my own. 
Till my judicious palate quite unknown. 

In some near pastry that man's genius Itet, 
Yet in one art 'tis meanness to be wise. 
For should we not be careful, lest our oil. 
Though excellent our wine, the fish should spoil ^ 

The sky serene, set out your Massic wine ; 
In the night air its foulness shall refine. 
And lose the scent, unfriendly to the nerves: 
Through linen strain'd, no flavour it preserves. 
He, who with art would pour a stronger wiiM 
On smooth Falemian laet, thoold well refiiM 
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Th* incorporated mass with pigeons' egds ; 
' The falling yolk vrili carry down the dregs. 
Stew'd shrimps and Afiric cockles shall excite 
A jaded drinker's languid appetite; 
But lettuce after wine is cold and crude, 
Tet bam or sausage is provoking food ; 
Perhaps he may prefer, with higher sest, 
'Vbaiever in a filthy tavern's drest. 

Two sorts of sauce are worthy to be known ; 
Simple the first, and of sweet oil alone : 
The other mix'd with rich and generous wine. 
And the true picHle of Byzaotian brine ; 
Let it with shredded herbs and saffron boil, 
And when it cools pour in Venafran oil. 
Picenian fruits with juicy flavour grow. 
But Tibur's with superior beauty glow. 
Some grapes have with success in pots been tried : 
The Alban better in the «moke are dried ; 
With them and apples and the lees of wine. 
White pepper, common salt, and herring-brine, 
I first invented a delicious feast. 
And gave a separate plate to every guest. 
Monstrous, to spend a fortune on a dish. 
Or crowd the table with a load of fish i 

It strongly tarns the stomach, when a slave 
Shall on your cup the greasy tokens leave 
Of what rich sauce the luscious caitiff stole; 
Or when vile mould incrusts your antique bowl. 
Brooms, mats, and saw-dust are so cheaply bought. 
That not to have them is a shameless fault. 
What ! sweep with dirty broom a floor inlaid, 
Or on foul couches Tyrian carpets spread } 

Horace. 
Catius, by friendship, by the powers divib^. 
Take me to hear this learned sage of thine; 
For though his rules you faithfully express. 
This mere repeating makes the pleasure lets. 
Besides, what joy to view his air and mien I 
Trifles to you, because full often seen. 
Kor mean that ardoor, which my breast inflames. 
To vbit wisdom's even remoter streams. 
And by your learned, friendly guidance led. 
Quaff the pure precept at the fottntain^iead. 
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SATIRE V. 
ULYSSES. TIKESIAS. 

Uly»$e$. 
1> ESIBES the precepts, which yon gave beifbre, 
-"-^ Resolve this qaestioo,and I ask no more: 
Say by what arts and methods I may straight 
Repair the ruins of a lost estate. 
How now, Tirestaa? whence those leering smiles ? 

Tiresias. 
Already versM in doable>dealing wiles. 
Are yoa not satisfied to reach again 
Tour native land, and view your dear demesne ? 

Ulyfes. 
How poor and naked I return, behold. 
Unerring prophet, as you first foretold. 
The wooing tribe, in revellings employed, 
' My stores have lavished, and my herds destroy'd : 
But high descent and meritorious deeds, 
Unblest widi wealth, are viler than sea-weeds. 

Tiretiat* 
Since, to be brief, you shudder at the thought 
Of want, attend, how riches may be caught. 
Suppose a thrush, or any dainty thing. 
Be sent to you, dispatch it on the wing 
To some rich dotard. VThat your garden yields, 
The choicest honours of your cultui'd fields. 
To him be sacrificed, and let him taste. 
Before your gods, the vegetable feast. 
Though he be peijur'd, though a low-bom knave, 
Stain'd with fraternal blood, a furtive slave, 
Yet wait upon him at his least command. 
And always bid him take the upper hand. 
Vlpsse$. 
What! shall Ulysses then obey the call 
Of such a wretch, and give a slave the wall ? 
Not thus at Troy I prov'd my lofty mind. 
Contending «ver with the nobler kind. 
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Then poverty's your fate. 

Ulytsei, 

And be it so. 
Let me with soul undaunted undergo 
This loathsome evil» siiwe my valiant heart 
In greater perils bore a manly part. 
But instant tell me, prophet, how to scrape 
Returning wealth, and {Hie the splendid heap. 

Tireaias. 
I told, and tell you : you may safely catdi 
The wills of dotards, if yoo wisely watch ; 
And though one hunks or two perceive the eheat. 
Avoid the hook, or nibble off the bait. 
Lay not aside your golden hope of prey^ 
Or drop your art» though baffled in your play. 

Should either great or less importent suit 
In court become the matter of dispute. 
Espouse the man of prosperous afffirs. 
Pregnant with' wealth, if indigent in heirs ; 
Though he should hamper wiUi a wicked cause 
The juster party, and insult the laws. 
Despise the citisen of better life. 
If clogg'd widi children, or a firuitfiul wife. 
Accost him thus (for he with rapture hears 
A title tingling in h'ts tender ears): 
Quintus, or Pnblius, on my faith depend. 
Your own deserts have render'd me your Mend: 
I know the mazy doubles of the laws. 
Untie their knots, and plead with vast applause. 
Had you a nut, the villain might as well 
Pluck out my eyes, as rob you of the sheU. 
This is the business of my life profest. 
That you lose nothing, or become a jest. 
Bid him go home, of his sweet self take care; 
Conduct his cause, proceed, and persevere. 
Should the red dog-star iofaat statues split. 
Or fat-paunch'd Furius in poetic fit 
Bombastic howl, and, while the tempest blows, 
Bespawl the wintry Alps wiUi hoary snows. 

Some person then, wbo happens to be nigh. 
Shall pull your client by the sleeve, «nd ery, 
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" See with what patience he parsaes yoar ends ! 

Was ever man so active for his friends.'** 

Thus gudgeons daily ^all swim in apace. 

And stock your fish-ponds with a fresh increase. 

This lesson also well deserves yonr care: 
If any. man should have a sickly heir. 
And large estate, lest yoa yourself betray 
By making none but bachelors your prey. 
With weening ease the pleasing bane instil. 
In hopes to sUnd the second in his will ; 
Then if the boy, by some disaster harPd, 
Should take his journey to the nether world. 
Your name in full reversion may supply 
The void ; for seldom fails this ludiy die. 

If any one desires you to peruse 
His will, be sure yon modestly refuse. 
And push it from you ; but obliquely read 
The second clause, and quick run o'er the deed. 
Observing, whether, to reward your toil. 
Yon claim the whole, or must divide the spoil. 

A seasoned scrivener, bred in o&ce low. 
Vol! often dupes and mocks the gaping crow. 
Thus foii'd Nasica shall become the sport 
Of old Coranus, while be pays bis court. 

/ Ulystes. 
What ! are you mad, or purposM to propose} 
Obscure predictions, to deride my woes? 

Tiresiat. 
O son of great Laertes, every thing 
Shalt come to pass, or never, as I sing ; 
For Phoebus, monarch of the tuneful Nine, 
Informs my soul, and gives me to diviue. 

Ulyaes. 
But, good Tiresias, if you please, reveal 
What mean* the sequel of that mystic Ule. 

Tiresieu. 
What time a youth, who shall sublimely trace 
From fam'd £oeas his heroic race, 
The Parthian*8 dread, triumphant shall maintala 
His boundless empire over land and maim 
Nasica, loth to reimburse his coin. 
His blooming daughter shall discreetly join 
% 
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To stout Coranus, vho shall slily smoke 
The harpy's aim, and turn it to a joke. 
Th« son-in-law sliall gravely give the sire 
His witnessed will, and presently desire 
That he would read it: coyly he complies. 
And silent cons it with attentive eyes, 
But finds, alas I to him and his forlorn 
Ko legacy bfqaeatli'd— except to mourn. 

Add to these precepts, if a crafty lass, 
Or freed-man, manage a delirious ass, 
Be their ally; their faith applaud, that you. 
When absent, may receive as much in lieu ; 
Tis good to take these outworks to his pelf. 
But best to storm the Citadel itself. 

Writes he vile verses in'a frantic vein ? 
Augment his madness, and approve the strain: 
Prevent his asking, if he loves a wench. 
And let your wife his nobler passion quench. 

Ulysses. • 
Can you- suppose, a dame so chaste, so pure, 
Conid e'er be tempted to the guilty lure. 
Whom all the suitors amorously strove, 
In vain, to stagger in her plighted love? 
Tiresias, 
■ The youth too sparing of their presents came ; 
They lov'd the banquet, rather than the dame ; 
And thus your prudent, honourable spouse. 
It seems, was faithful to her nuptial vows. 
But had she once indulged the dotard's glee, 
Smack'd her old cull, and shar'd the spoil with thee. 
She never after could be terrified, 
Sagacious be-agle, from the recking hide. 

1*11 tell a tale, well worthy to be told, 
A fact that happen'd, and I then was old : 
An hag at Thebes, a wicked one no doubt. 
Was thus, according to her will, lugg'd out, 
StifiT to the pile. Upon his naked back 
Her heir sustained the well-anointed pack. 
She, likely, took this crotchet in her head, 
That she might slip, if possible, when dead, 
From him, who, trudging through a filthy road, 
Had stuck too closely to the living load. 
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Be cautious therefore, and advance with ar^ 
Kor sink beneath, nor over-act your part. 
A noisy fellow must of course offend 
The surly temper of a sullen friend : 
Yet be not route— like Davus in the play 
With head inclin'd, his avful nod obey, 
Creep into favour: if a ruder gale 
Assault his face, admonish him to*veil 
His precious pate. Oppose your shoulders, proud 
To disengage him from the bustling crowd. 
If he loves prating, hang an ear : should lust 
Of empty glory be the blockhead's gust. 
Indulge his eager appetite, and puff 
Tlie growing bladder with inspiring stuff. 
Till he, with hands uplifted to the skies. 
Enough ! enough ! in glutted rapture cries. 

When he shall free you from your servile fear. 
And tedious toil; when broad awake, you hear: 
" To good Ulysses, roy i;ight trusty slave,^ 
A fourth division of my lands I leave:** 
Is then (as void of consolation, roar) 
My dearest friend, my Dama now no more ? 
Where shall I find another man so just. 
Firm in his love, aud faithful to his trust? 
Squeeze out some tears: 'tis fit in such a. case 
To cloak your joys beneath a mournful face. 
Though left to your discretionary care. 
Erect a tomb magnificently fair. 
And let your neighbours, to proclaim ti>rosd 
Your fame, the pompous funeral applaud. 

If any vassal of the will-compeers. 
With asthma gasping, and advanc'd in years. 
Should be dispos'd to purchase house or land, 
Tefl him that he may readily command 
VThatever may to your proportion come. 
And for the value, let him name the sum—* 
But I am summon'd by the queen of hell 
Back to the shades. live artful, and foreweU* 
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SATIRE VI. 

IOFTBK wi»h*d I had a farm, 
A decent dwdlinf snug and warm, 
A garden, and a spring as pare 
As crystal running by my door. 
Besides a little ancient grove, 
Where at my leisure I might tore. 

The gracious gods, to crown my Miss, 
Have granted this, and more than this; 
I have enough in my possessing; 
'Us well : 1 ask no greate; blessini^, 
O Hermes! than remote from strife 
To have and hold them for my life. 

If I was never known to raise 
My fortune by dishonest ways. 
Nor, like the spendthrifts of the times, 
Shall ever sink it by my crimes: 
If thiis I neitiier pray nor ponder— 
Oh ! might I have that angle yonder. 
Which disproportions now my field. 
What satisfaction it would yield ! 
O that some lucky chance but threw 
A pot of silver in my view, 
As lately to the man, who bought 
Hie very land in which he wrought! 
If I am pleas'd with my condition, 
O hear, and grant this last petition : 
Indulgent, let my cattle batten. 
Let all things, bat my £ancy, fistbea. 
And thou continue still to guard. 
As thdu art wont, thy suppliant bard. 

Whenever tiierefore I retreat 
From Rome into my Sabine seat. 
By mountains fene'd on either side, 
And in my castle fortified. 
What can I write with greater plett«re» 
Than satires io familiar meaaure? 
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Kor mad ambition there destroys, 
Kor sickly wind my health annoys ; 
Kor noxious «atnmn gives me pain. 
The mtMess undertaker's gain. 

Whatever title please tliine ear. 
Father of morning, Jantis, hear, 
Since mortal men, by heaven's decree. 
Commence their toils, imploring thee. 
Director of the busy throng, 
Be thou the prelude of my song. 

At Rome, you press. me: '* Without fail 
A friend expects you for his bail ; 
Be nimble to perform your part, 
Lest any rival get the start. 
Though rapid Boreas sweep the ground. 
Or winter in a narrower round 
Contract the day, through sUu-m and snow. 
At all adventures you most go." 

When bound beyond equivocation. 
Or any mental reservation. 
By all Uie ties of legal traps. 
And to my ruin, too, perhaps, 
I still must bustle through the crowd. 
And press the tardy ; when aloud 
^ foul-mouth'd fellow reimburses 
This usage with a peal of curses* 
*< What madness hath possessM thy pate 
To justle folk at such a rate. 
When puffing through the streets you scour 
To meet Maecenas at an hour ? " 

This pleases me, to tell the truth. 
And is as hooey to my tooth. 
Yet when I reach th^Esquilian Hill 
(Hiat deathfiil scene, and gloomy still), 
A thousand busy aures surround me. 
Distract my senses, and confound me. 
*' Roscins entreated you to meet 
At court to-morrow before eightp— 
The secretaries have implor'd 
Tour presence at their council-board— 
Pray, take this patent, and prevail 
Upon your friend to fix the seal--**' 
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Sir, I thall trj — replies the man, 

More urgent: " If you please you can—" 
Tis more than seven years complete. 

It hardly wants a month of eight, 

%nce great Maecenas* favour graced me. 

Since first among his friends he plac'd me. 

Sometimes to carry in bis chur, 

A mile or two, to take the air. 

And might entrn^t with idle chat. 

Discoursing upon this or that. 

As in a free familiar way, 

'* How, tell me, Horace, goes the day) 

Think you the Thradan can engage 

The Syrian Hector of the stage ? 

This morning air is very bad 

For folks who are but thinly clad." 
Our conversation chiefly dwells 

On these, and such like bagatelles. 

As might the veriest prattler hear, 

Or be reposM in leaky ear. 

Yet every day, and every hour, 

I'm more enslav'd to envy's power. 

*' Our son of fortune (with a pox) ' 

Sate with Maecenas in the box. 

Just by the stage : you might remark, 

They play'd together in the park." 

Should any rumour, without head 
Or tail, about the streets be spread, 
Whoe\'er meets me gravely nods, 
And says, " As you approach the gods, 
-It is no mystery to you, * 

What do the Dacians mean to do?" 
Indeed I know not—" How yon joke. 
And love to sneer at simple folk ! " 
Then vengeance seiae this bead of mine. 
If I have heard or can divine— 
" Yet, prithee, where are Cssar^s bands 
Allotted their debenture-lands?" 
Although I swear I know no more 
Of that than what they ask'd before. 
They stand amaa'd, and think me grown 
The closest mortal ever known. 
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Thus, in tint giddy, busy omm 
I lose die 8aii>riiine of my days, 
And oft, with fenrent wish repeat— 
** When shall I see my sweet retreat I 
OhI when with boola of sages daef>f * 
Seqiiestes'd ease, and gentle sleep, • 
In sweet obltvkm, Misaful balm! 
The busy cares of life beoalm? 
Oh I when shall I enrich my veins. 
Spite of Pythagoras, with beans? 
Or live luxurious in my cetlage. 
On bacon ham and savoury pottage f 
O joyous nights ! delicioos feasts! 
At which the gods might be my guests." 
My friends and'I regal'd, my slaves 
Enjoy what their rich master leaves. 
There every guest may drink and fill. 
As much, or little, as he will. 
Exempted from the bedlamrrules 
Of roaring prodigals and fools : 
Whether, in merry mood or whim. 
He fills his bumper to the brim. 
Or, better i^eas'd to let it pass. 
Grows mellow with a moderate ^lass. 

Nor tills nnn*s bouse,, nor that's esute. 
Becomes the subject of debate; 
Nor whether Lepos,the buffoon. 
Can dance, or not, a rigadoon; 
But what ccmcems us more, I trow. 
And were a scandal not to know ; 
Whether our bliss consist in etore 
Of riches, or in virtue's lore: 
Whether esteem, or private ends. 
Should guide ns ^n the choice of friends : 
Or what, if rightl^r understood, 
Man's real bliss, and sovereign good. 

While thus Ve spend the social night. 
Still mixing profit with delight. 
My neighbour Cervius never fuls 
To club his part in pithy tales: 
Suppose, Areliios, one sliould praise 
Your anxious opulence : he says— 
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* A country mouse, as ai]Ui<n>s tell, 

or old invited to \m cell 

A city mouse, and with liis best 

Would entenain the courtly guest. 

Thrifty he was, and full of cares 

To make the most of his affairs, 

Tet in the midst of his frugality . 

Would give a loose to hospitality. 

In short, he goes, and freely fetches 

Whole ears of hoarded oats, and vetches ; 

Dry grapes and raistns cross his chaps. 

And dainty bacon, but in scraps. 

If delicacies could invite 

My squeamish courtier's appetfte, 

Who turn*d his nose at every dish. 

And saucy piddled, with a— Pish I 

The master of the house, reclin'd 
On downy chaff, more temperate din*d 
On wheat, and darnel from a manger. 
And left the dainties for the stranger. 

The cit, displeas'd at his repast. 
Addressed our simple host at last: 
" My friend, what pleasure can you 6nd, 
To live this mountain's back behind ? 
Would you prefier the town and men. 
To this wild wood, and dreary den, 
No longer, moping, loiter here. 
But go with me to better cheer. 

*' Since animals but draw their breath, 
And have no being after deatii ; 
Since nor the little, nor the great. 
Can shun the rigour of their fate ; 
At least be merry while you may. 
The life of mice is but a day: 
Come then, my friend, to pleasure give 
The little life you have to live.** 
Encourag'd thus, the country mouse, 
Transported, sallies from his house : 
They both set out, in hopes to crawl 
At night beneath the city wall ; 
And now the night, elaps'd eleven, 
Possess'd the middle space of heaven, 
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When in « rich and splendid dome 
They stopped, and found theokselves kt home. 
Where ivory conches, overspread 
With Tyrian carpets) glowing, fed 
The dazzled eye. To lure the taste* 
The fragments of a costly fieast. 
Remaining, drest but yesterday. 
In baskets, pil'd on baskets, lay. 

The conrtier on a purple seat 
Had placed hi^ rustic friend in state. 
Then bustled, like a busy host. 
Supplying dishes boiFd and roast. 
Nor yet omits the courtier's duty 
Of tasting, ere he brings tlie booty. 

The country-mouse, with rapture strange, 
R^oices in hU fair exchange. 
And lolling, like an easy guest, . 
Enjoys the cheer, and cracks his jest — 
When, on a sudden, opening gates. 
Loud-jarring, shook them from their seats. 

They ran, affrighted, through the room. 
And, apprehensive of their doom. 
Now trembled more and more ; wheq, hark ! 
The mastiff-dogs began to bark ; 
The dome, to raise the tumult more. 
Resounded to the surly roar. 

The bumpkin then concludes, Adied I 
This life, perhaps, agrees with you t 
My grove, and cave, secure from snares. 
Shall comfort me with chaff and tares. 
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SATIRE VII. 
DAVUS. HORACE. 

Daxnia. 

I'LL hetr no more, and with impatieiice burn. 
Slave «s I am, to answer in my turn ; 
And yet I fear— 

Horace. 
What ! Davtts, is it yon> 
Davtis. 
Tes. Dams, sir, the fiiithfill and the true. 
With wit enough no sadden death to fear— 

Horace. 
Well. Since this jovial season of the year 
' Permits it, and our ancestors ordain, 
Ko more thy dear im^rtinence restrun. 
Davus. 
Among mankind, while some with steady view ' 
One constant coarse of darling vice pursue. 
Most others.float along the changing tide. 
And now to virtue, now to vice they glide. 
Lo ! from three rings how Priscus plays the light ; 
Kow shows his naked hand— the various wight 
With every hour a different habit wears: 
Kow in a palace haughtily appears. 
Then hides him in some vile and filthy plaee, 
Where a clean slave would blush to show his (act : 
Kow rakes at Rome, and now to Athens files ; 
Intensely studies with the leam*d and wise. 
Sure all the gods, who rule this varying earth. 
In deep despite presided at his birtii. 

Old Volanerius, once that man of joke, ^ 

'when the just gout his crippled fingers broke, 
Ifaintain'd a slave to gather up the dice. 
So coi^unt was he to his darling vice. 
Tet less a wretch than be who now maintains 
A steady course, now drives with looser reiila. 
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Horace. 
Tell me, tboa tediont varlet, whidier tends 
This patid stuff? 

Dacui. 
At you direct it bends. 
Horace. 
At roe> you scoundrel i 

Dams. 

When with lavish praise 
ITou van at the hq^ness of ancient days. 
Suppose some god should take yon at your word. 
Would yon not scorn the blessing you unplco'd i 
Whether not yet convinced, as you pretend. 
Or weak the cause of ▼irtne to defend; 
While sinking in the mire yoa strive, in vain. 
Too deeply plung*d, to free your foot ttguu. 

When you're at Rom^ the country has your si^; 
A rustic grown, you vaunt into the skies 
The absent town. Perchance, if uninvited 
To sup abroad, oh 1 then you're so delighted 
With your own homely moal; that one would think 
That he, who next engagte yon to drink, 
Must tie you nedi and beeb; you teem |o blest. 
When with no bumper-invitation prest. 

But should Mseenas bid his poet wait 
(Great folks, like him, can never sup till late). 
Sputtering with idle rage the house you rend, 
** Where is my essoice ? Rogues, wha^ none attend i " 
While the buffoons, you promis'd to have treated^ 
Sneak off with curses— not to be repeated. 

Fond of my guts, too fond, perhaps, I seem ; 
I throw my nose up to a savnury steam : 
Or folks may call me careless, idle sot. 
Or say I pledge too oft the other pot: 
But shall the man of deeper vice, like you, 
Widi malice unprovok'dnay foulta pursue. 
Because with specious f^urase, and terms of art, 
Tou clothe, forsooth, the vicM of your heart? 

What if a greater fool your worship's found. 
Than the poor slave you bought for twenty p<mnd? 
Think not to Mght me with that threatening air; 
Kay, keep your temper, sir, your fingers spare. 
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While I the maztms, sage and wise, repeat, 
Taught me by Criq>iQ*s port« at bis gate. 

Yon tempt joar nieigbboor's wifis ; aa humble hariot 
Contents poor Bavns— who's the greater murlet? 
When nature fir^ my veins, I quench the flame, 
And leave the fair<one with uninjor'd ftume. 
Nor shall one jealous care disturb my breast. 
By whom the wanton shall be next possest. 
When you throw off those ensigns of your pride. 
Tour ring, your judge's robe, and basely hide. 
Beneath a Wave's vile cap, your essenc'd liair. 
Say, are you not the wretch whose clothes you wear ? 
Then whefe's die difference, whether you engagg 
ThrQugh scourges, wounds and death, to mount the 

stage. 
Or by the conscious diamber>reaid are prest 
Quite double, neck and heels, into a chests 

Hie husband's vengeance o'er the wife extends. 
But yet his juster. wrath on you descends; 
For Ae ^le'er strolls abroad in vile disguise, 
And, when her lewder wishes highest rise. 
She dares but half indulge die idn ; afraid. 
Even by the man she loves, to be be^ay'd. 

You take the yoke, and to the husband's rage 
Your fortune, person, life, andfome engage. 
Have yon escap'd ? Methinks, your future care 
Might wisely teach yon to avoid the snare. 
Ko; you with ardour to die danger run, 
And dare a second time to be undone. 
Repeated slave ! wliat beast, that breaks his chain. 
In love with bondage would return agua? 

But yon, it seems, ne'er touch the wedded darner- 
Then, by the son oV Jove, I hare disclaim 
The name of thief, when, though with backward eye, 
1 wisely pass the silver got4et by. 
But take the danger and the shame away, 
And vagrant nature boimds upon her prey. 
Spuming the reins. But say, shall yon pretend 
O'er me to lord it, who can vilely bend 
To each proud master; to each ehai^ng hour 
A very slave ? Kot even the prastor's power. 
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With thrice-repeated ritee, thy fears cwitront. 
Or vindicate the freedom of thy mniI. 
- Bat aa the slave, who lords it o'er the res^ 
Is still a slave, a master-slave at best. 
So art thoa, insolent, by me obey'd ; 
Thon thing ef wood and wires, by others play*d. 

JSorocc 
Who then is free i 

Damu. 
The wise, who well maintains 
An empire o*er himself; whom neither chains. 
Nor want, nor death, with sl«vish fear insfrfre ; 
Who bc4dly answers to his warm d^ire; 
Who can ambition's vainest gifts despise ; 
Firm in himself, who on himself relies; 
Polish'd and round who runs his proper course. 
And breaks misfortune with superior force. 

What is there here, that you can justly claim. 
Or call your own ? When an imperious dame 
Demands her price, with insults vile pursues thee ; 
Driven out of doors with water well bedews thee. 
Then caUs you back ; for shame, shake off hmr chain. 
And boldty tell her you are free— In vain ; 
A tyrant-lord thy better will restrains, 
And spurs thee hard, and breaks thee to his reins. 

If some fam'd piece the painter's art displays, 
Transfix'd you stand, with admiration gave; 
But is your worship's folly less than mine, 
Wlien I with wonder view some rude design 
In crayons or in charcoal, to invite 
The crowd, to see the gladiators fight? 
Methinks, in very deed they mount the stage. 
And seem in real combat to engage: 
Kow in strong attitude they dreadful bend; 
Wounded they wound; they parry and defond : 
^ Yet Davus is with rogue and rascal grac'd. 
But you're a critic, and a man of taste. 

I am, forsooth, a good-for-nothing knave. 
When by a smoking pasty made a slave : 
In you it shows a soul erect and great. 
If you refuse even one luxurious treat. 
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Why may not I, like you» my guts obey ?— 
** My shoulders for the dear indulgence pay.** 
But should not you with heavier stripes be taught. 
Who search for luxuries; how dearly bought ! 
For soon this endless, this repeated feast. 
Its r^ish lost, shall pall upon the taste ; 
Then shall your trembling Hmbs refuse the wdght 
Of a vile carcass with disease replete. 

How seldom fi-om the lash a slave escapes. 
Who trucks some trifle, that he stole, for grapes ! 
And shall we not the servile glutton rate. 
To please his thro^ who sells a good estate ? 
Tou cannot spend one vacant hour alone; 
Ton cannot make that vacant hour your own. 
A self-deserter from yourself you stray. 
And now with wine, and now with sleep, allay 
Tour cares : in vun ; companions black «s night, 
Thy pressing cares, arrest thee in thy flighL 

Horact, 
Is there no stone ? 

At whom, good sir, to throw it ? 
Horace 
Have I no dart? 

Davua. 
(What mischief ails our poet? 
He's mad, or making verses. 
Horace* 

Hence, you knave, 
Or to my farm I'll send you> the ninth slave. 
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SATIRE VIII. 
HORACE. FUNDANIUS. 

Horace, 
rpHET toid me, thmt yo« spent the jovial i^ght 
i- With Nwidienus, tkst sme hsppy wight. 
From e«ny day, or yov had bee» my gaeat; 
Hot, prithee^ teU me how you lik'd y©«f feast. 

Fundtadiu* 
Sure never better. 

fldroee. 
TeU me, if yoo pleaao, 
How did yon first yoor appetite appease. 

Fundamius. 
First a Lucaniaa boar, of tender kind. 
Caught, says our host»-ia a soft, southern wind. 
Around him lay whatever could exdte. 
With pungent force, the jaded appetite ; 
Rapes, lettuce, radishes, anchovy-brine. 
With skerrets, and the lee« of Coan wine. 

This dish removed, a sUnre expert and aMe 
With purple napkin wipAd a maple table. 
Another sweeps the fragments of the feast. 
That nothing useless might offend the gnect. 

At C'eres' feast as Attic virgin walks 
Solemn and slow, so hlack Hydaspes stalks 
With right CiBcubian, and the wines of Greeoe— 
Of foreign growth, that never cross'd the seas. 
If Alban and Falemian please you more. 
So says our host, you may have both good store; 
Poor wealth indeed— 

HoraU, 

But tell me, who were thev% 
Thus happy to e^joy such luscious fert ? 

Fundanius. 
On the first bed Thurinu9,lay between 
Viuitti Mid mey if haply right I ween; 
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Serviliiis tnd Vibidias both were tliere, 
Brought by MmeetUL% and with him thej share 
Hie middle bed. Our master of the feast 
On the third conchy in seat of honour plac'd, 
Pon^us betwixt and Komentanus lies; 
Porcins» who- archly swallows custard-pies. 

Whether of curious relish lay unknown 
Is by Komentane with bis finger shown ; 
For we, poor folk, unknowing of our fsMt, . 
Eat fish and wild-fowl— -of no common taste. 
But he, to prove how luscious was the treat. 
With a broil'd flounder^ entrails crpwds my plate. 
Then tells me, apples are mor,e ruddy bright, 
If gathered by fair Luna's waning light. 
He best can tell you where the difierence lies-' — 
But here Serrilius to Vilndius cries, 
" Sure to be pdson'd, unrevengM we die, 
Unless we drink the wretched miser dry. 
Slave, give us larger gIasses."^Struck with dread, 
A fear All pale tmt landlord's face o'eiispread; 
6re»t were his terrors of such drinking folk, 
Whether with too much bitterness they joke. 
Or that hot wines, dishonouring his feast, . 
Deafen the subtle judgment of the taste. 

When our two champions had their facers crovn'd. 
We did them justieor and the glass went round ; 
His parasites alone his anger fear'd. 
And the full fiask unwiUingly they spar'd. 

In a large dish an ontstretchM lamprey lies. 
With shrimps all floating round : the master cries* 
This fish» Marcenas^b^p with spawn wiyi caught, . 
For after spawning'tkne its Anh is naught. 
The sauce is miz'd v^h ottveK>il ; the best. 
And purest from the vats Venairan prest, 
And, as it boil'd, we p<tnr?d in Spanish brine, 
ITor less than five-year«old Italian wine. 
A UtUe Chlan's better when 'tU boil*d, 
"By any other it is often s^ioU'd. 
Then was white pepper o*er it gently pour'd. 
And vinegar of Lesbian vintage sour'd. 

I first among the men of sapience knew . 
Roquets and herbs iacoekte-brine to tttw* 
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nioiigh in tlie Mine rich fnckie, *tis coofe8S*d^ 

Hi* nnw^iM cray-fish sage CartMlos dressed. 

But lo ! the canopy, that oW us spreads, 

. Tumbled, in hideous ruin, on our heads, 

' With dust, how bla^k ! not such the clouds arise 
When o*er the plain a northern tempest flies. 
Some horrors, yet more horrible, we dread. 
But raise us, when we found tbe dangier fled. 

Poor Rufns droop*d his head, and sadly cried. 
As if his Only son untimely died. 
Snre be had wept, till weeping ne*er bad end. 
But wise Nomentane thns up>rais'd bis friend: 
** Fortune, thou cruelest of powers divine. 
To joke poor mortals is a joke of thine.*' 
While Varius with a napkin scarce suppress'd 
His laughter, Balatro, who h>ves a jest. 
Cries, Such the lot of life ; ^or must you claim. 
For all your toils, a fair return of fame. 
While you are tortur'd thus, and torn with pain, 
A guest like me, polite, to entertun 
With bread well bak'd, with sauces seasoa'd right. 
And all your slaves most elegantly dight, 
Down falls the canopy, a trick of fate. 
Or a groom-footman stumbling breaks a plate. 
Good fortuiie hides, adversity calls forth, 
A landlord's genius, and a general's worth. 

To this mine host: ** Thou eyer^ende guest. 
May all thy wishes by the gods'be blest, 
Thou best good man"— But when we saw him rise. 
From bed to bed the spreading whisper flies. 

Horace, 
Snre, never play so fine. But, prithee, say. 
How afterwjprds you laugh'd the time away. 

Fundanius. 
Slaves, cries Vibidius, have you broke the cask? 
How often must I call for t'otlter flask f 
With some pretended jok« our laugh was drest, 

> Servilius ever seconding the jest. 
When you, great host, return with alter'd foce. 

As if to mend with art your late disgrace. 
Ilie slaves behind in mighty charger bore 

A erane in pi«c«s torn, and powder'd o'er 
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With salt and flour ; and a white gander's liver^ 
Stuff 'd fat with figs, bespoke the cartons giver ; 
Besides the wings of hares, for, so it seems, 
Ko man of Inxurj the back esteems. 

Then saw we black-birds with o'er-roasted breast 
Laid on the board, and ringdoyes mmpless dresi ! 
Delicious fare 1 did not our host explain 
Their various qualities in endless strain. 
Their various natures : but we fled the feast, 
Besolv'd in vengeance nothing more to taste. 
As if Canidia, with empoison'd breath. 
Worse than a serpent's, blasted it with death. 
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EPISTLE I. 
TO M^CENAS. 

OTHOU, to whom the Mose first tanM hn lyre. 
Whose firiendship sbidl her latest soof inspire. 
Wherefore, Mascenes, would you thus engage 
Yovr bard, disinis6*d with honour Arom the stage. 
Again to Tentare in the lists of ^une, 
His youth, his genius, now no more the same ? 

Secure in his retreat Yejanius lies. 
Hangs up his arms, nor courts the doubtful prise: 
Wisely reso^yd to tempt his fate no more, 
. Or the light crowd for his dischaige implore. 

The v(4ce of reason cries with piercing force, 
Loose from the rapid car yonr aged horse. 
Lest in the race derided, left behind. 
Jaded he drag his limbs, and burst his wind. 

Then here fisrewell th' amusements of my youth ; 
Farewell to rerses ; for the search of truth 
And moral decency hath fiU'd my breast, 
"Hath every tho«ght and faculty possest; 
And I now form my philosophic lore. 
For all my future Hfs a treasured store. 

You ask, perhaps, what sect, what chief I own ; 
Tm of all sects, but blindly sworn to none; 
For as the tempest drives I shape my way, 
'Bow active plunge into the world's wide sea; 
Now virtue's precepts rigidly defend, 
Kor to the worid->the world to me shaU bend: 
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Tliea make some looter BMralkt my gnlde^ 
And to a school leta rigid saooClily glide. 

As night seems tedioos to (h'expeetiag yootfa. 
Whose Alr^oM breaks her assignation^nith ; 
As to a alave appears the iengtben'd daj, 
Who owes his task— (or he reoeiv'd his pay; 
As, when the gnardian^Botber^s too severe. 
Impatient minors waste their last, long year; 
So sadly slew the time angratefiil lows. 
Which breaks th'knportant systems I propoae; 
Systems, whose nsefol precepts might engage 
Both ridi and poor) both inlmcy and age : 
Bat meaner precepts now my life must mle. 
These, the first mdiments 9i wisdom's sdiool. 
Too cannot hopeftn* Lyneeos* piercing eyes: 
Bat will yon then a strengthening salve desfMse? 
Yon wish for matehlesf CHyooa^ fimba, in vain, 
Tet why not cure tho fonli's decrepit pain? 
Though of exact perfoetiott yoa dflapeir» 
Yet every st^ ^ virtoe'a wordi yoor care. 

Even while yoa foar to at»yo«r preatnt store. 
Yet glows yonr besom with m lost of moref 
The power of words ond soothing aoonda can ease 
The ra^ng pain, and ieaaen the diaeese. 
Is fame your passion? Wisdom's powerful charm. 
If thrice read overv ahaU its foroe-diaann. 
The slave to eavgr, angw, wine, or lova^ 
The wretch of sloth, its eyoeUenoe shall prove : 
Fierceness itself shall hear ita mge «Nny, 
MThen listening «a)Bs^ to th' instroetf ve lay. 
Even in our fli^ from-vke some virtue lies ; 
And free frxm fo)l#, we to wiedom me. 

A little fortuno, »nd the foul disgrace 
To urge in vain your interest for a place; 
These are the ilia yoa shua with deepest dread; 
With how much labour both of hevtand head? 
That worst of evils, poverty, to shoo, 
Dauntless throngh seaa^ and rocka, aiid fires you rvB 
To furthest Ind, yet hcedleaa to attend 
To the calm leekures of some wiser Mend. 
Who bids you scorn what now yon moat dosire. 
And with an Idiot** ignorance admliw. 
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What strollijif gladiiAor woidcl engage 
For vile appiaate to swont a couotry^tage, 
Who at the Olympic gaanes ooqM gaiarenoirn» 
And withowt danger belur away the crown ? 

Stiver to gold, we own, sbenld yield the priae, 
And gold to virtue ; Jooder Folly cries. 
Ye sons of Rome, let money first be sought ; 
Virtue is only worth a second thoaght. 
This maxim echoes through the kaokers' street. 
While young and old the pleaabig strain repeat: 
For though you boast a lai^er fwid of sense. 
Untainted morals, banonr, eloqpience. 
Yet want a little of the siim that buys 
The titled honour, and you ne*er shidl rise ; 
Yet if you want the qualifying right 
Of such a fbrtune to be made a knight, 
You*re a plebeian stilL Yet children sing. 
Amid their sports, » Do right, and be a king." 

Be this thy braaen-buiwark of defence. 
Still to preserve thy consdoua innocence, 
^ Nor e'er turn pale with guilt. But, prithee, tell. 
Shall Otho's law the children's aong excel ^ 
The sons of ancient Rome first sung the strain. 
That bids the wise, the brave, the virtuous reign. 

My friend, get money ; get a large esUte, 
By honest means ; but get, at any rate. 
That you with knights and senators, may 9it, 
And view the weeping acanes that Ptopius writ. 
But is he not a fiiend of nobler kind. 
Who wisely fashions and infimns thy mind. 
To answer, with a soul erect and teave. 
To Fortune's pride, and scorn to be her slave i 

But should the people ask me, while I choose 
The public converse, wherefore I refuse 
To join the public judgment, and approve. 
Or fly whatever they dislike, or love; 
Mine be the answer prudent Reynard made 
To the sick lion^Truly I'm afrmd. 
When I behold the steps, that to thy den 
JLook forward all, but none return again. 

But what a many-headed beast is Rome! 
For what opiaioa shall I ciioose, or whom ? 
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Some joy the poMio reveaoet to fima ; 
By presents soae oar greedy widow* c^arm ; 
Others th^ nets for dying dotard» Uy, 
And'make the chikUees bndidor their prey; 
By dark extortion some diefar fortunes raise: 
Thus every man some different passion wrays; 
For where is he, who can with steady vitiif 
Eren for an honr his fovoorite sdieme pursue? 

If a rich lord, in wanton rapture, cries. 
What place on earth with charming Baiae vies ! 
Soon tim broad lake and spreading sea shall prove 
Th* impatient whims of his impetuous love ; 
But if hb fancy point some other way 
(Which like a st^ from heaven he must obey). 
Instant, ye builders, to Teannm haste, 
An inland country is his lordship's taste. 
Knows he the genial bed, and fruitful wife f 
** Oh I then the bliss of an unmarried life ! *' 
Is he a bachelor ? ttie only blest. 
He swears, are of the Inidal joy possest. 
Say, while he changes thus, what diains can bind 
These various forms; this Proteus of the mind? 

But now to lower objects turn your eyes. 
And lo ! what scenes of ridicule arise I 
The poor, in mimicry of heart, presumes 
To change his barbers, baths, and beds and rooms. 
And, since the rich in their own barges ride. 
He hires a boat and pukes in mimic pride. 

If some unlucky barber notch my hair. 
Or if my robes of different length I wear; 
If my new vest a tatter'd shirt confiess, 
Tou laugh to see such quarrels in my dress : 
But if my judgment, with itself at strife. 
Should contradict my general course of life; 
Should now despise what it with waiinA pnrsu'd. 
And earnest wish for what with scorn it view*d ; 
Float like the tide; now high the building nose; 
Now pull it down; nor round nor square can please; 
Ton call it madness of the usual kind. 
Nor laugh, nor think trustees should be assigned 
To manage my estate ; nor seem afraid. 
That I shall want the kind physician's aid. 
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While yet, ray great protector and my friend, 
On vhom ny ftMrtune and my hopes depend, 
An ill-par'd nail yon with resentment see 
In one, who loves and hononrt yon like me. 

In short, the wise is only less than Jove, 
Rich, free, and handsome ; nay a king above 
All earthly kings ; with health supremely blest— 
Except when drivelling phlegm distarbs his rcsu 
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EPItSTTLE IL 

TO LOLLIUS. 

"l^HILE you, my LoUios, on some chosen these 
^ ' With youthful eloquence at Rome dedaiai, 
I read the Grecian poet o*er afain. 
Whose works the beautiful and base contain ; 
Of vice and yirtue more instructive rules. 
Than all the sober sages of the scboob. 
Why .thus I think, if not engag*d, attend. 
And, LoUhu, hear the reasons of yonr fnend. 

The well-wrought &Ue, that snUimely shows 
Tlie ioves of Paris, and the lengthenM woes 
Of Greece in arms, presents, as on a stage. 
The giddy tumults and the fbolbh rage 
Of kings and people. Hear Antenor's schease ; 
" Cut oflF the cause of war; restore the dame:** 
But Paris treats this counsel with disdain. 
Nor will be forc*d in haf^iiness to reign: 
While hoary Kestor, by experience wise, ' 
To reconcile the angry monarchs tries. 
His injur'd love the son of Peleus fires. 
And equal passion, equal rage inqiires 
The breasts of both. When doting raonarche urge 
Unsound resolves, flieir subjects feel the scourge. 
Trojans and Greeks, seditious, base, unjust, 
Offend alike in violence and lust. 

To show what irisdom and what sense can do. 
The poet seu Ulysses in our view. 
Who conquered Troy, and with sagacious ken 
Saw various towns and polities of men ; 
While for himself, and for his native train. 
He seeks a passage through the bonndlces BMia, 
In perils plung'd, the patient hero bnves 
His adverse fate, and buoys above the waves. 

You know the Siren's songs, and Ciree's drangbt, 
^^ich had he, senseless and intemperate quaff 'd. 
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With his companions, he, like them, had been 
The brutal vMsal of an harlot qaeen; 
Had liv'd a. dog, debas*d to vile desine. 
Or loaths<Mne swine, and grovefd in the mire. 
Bat vfo, mere naml>er8 in the bo(^ of life, 
Like those who boldly woo'd our hero's wife, 
Bom to consume the fruits of edrth ; in truth. 
As vain and idle as Ph8Baeia*s youth; 
Mere outside all, to fill the mighty Wd 
Of life, in dress and equipage employ*d, 
Who sleep till mid^day, and with melting airs 
Of raspty music sooth away our cares. 
• Rogues nightly rae to murder men for pelf» 
Will you not rouse you to preserve yourself ? 
But though in healdi you doae uway your days. 
Too run, when puff M with dropsical dis^ne. . 
Unless you light your early lamp, to find 
A moral book ; unless j<m form your mind 
To nobler studies, you shall forfeit rest. 
And love or envy shall distract your breast. 
Vor the hart eye an instant cure you find ; 
Then why neglect, for years, the sickening mind ? 

Dare to be wise ; begin ; for, once iMgun, 
7our task is easy; half the work is done : 
And sure the mui, who has it ki liis power 
To practise Tirtue, and protracts the hoUf^ 
Waits, like the raaftic, till the river dried t 
Still glides the river; and will ever glide. 

For weidth, and wivra of fruitfulness we toil; 
We stub the forest, and reclaim the soil. 
Bless'd with a competence, why wish for more ? 
Nor house, nor lands, nor heaps of laboui'd ore 
Can give their feverish lord one mementos rest* 
Or drive one sorrow frbm his anxious breast; 
The fond possessor must bebless'd with health. 
Who rightly means to use his hoarded wealth. 

Houses and riches gratify the breast 
For lucre lusting, or with fear deprest, 
As pictures, glowing with a vivid light. 
With painful pleasure charm a Uemish'd sigjfat; 
As chafing sooths the goot, or music cheers 
The tingUuf organs of imposthum'd ears. 
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Your wine grows add when the ca»k is fool: 
Learn the strong sense of pleasure to contronl ; 
With virtuous pride its blandiditnents disdain; 
Hurtful is pleasure, when it's twught with pain. 
He wants for ever, who would more acquire; 
Set certain limits to your wild desire. 

The man, who envies, must behold with pain 
Another's joys, and sicken at his gain : 
Kor could Sicilia's tyrants ever find 
A greater torment than an envious mind. 

The man, unable to controul his ire. 
Shall wish undone what bate and wrath inspire: 
To sate his rage (wecipitate he flies. 
Yet in his breast his rage unsated lies. 
Anger's a shorter madness of the mind ; 
Subdue the tyrant, and in letters bind. 

The docile-colt is form'd with gentle skUl 
To move obedient to his rider's will. 
In the loud hall the hound is taught to bay 
The buck-skin trail'd, then diallenges his prey 
Through the wild woods. Thus, in yoor hour of 

youth. 
From pure instruction quaff the words of troth. 
The odours of the wine^ that first shall stain 
The virgin vessel, it shall long retain. 
Whether you prove a lagger in the race. 
Or with a vigorous ardour Jirge your pace. 
I shall maint^n my usual rate ; no more ; 
Nor wait for those behind, nor press on those before. 
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EPISTLE III. 
TO JULIUS FLORUS. 

F'LORUS, I long to know where Clandius leads 
The distant rage of war; whether he spreads 
His conquering banners o'er the Thracian plains, 
Or near the Heber, bound in snowj chains. 
Or does Hie Hellespont's high-tower'd sea» 
Or Asia's fsrtile soil, his coarse delay f 
What works of genius do the youth prepare, 
Who guard his sacred person i Who shall dare 
To sing great Caesar's wars, immortal theme I 
And give hb peaceful honours down to fkme i 
How feres ray Titius i Say, When he intends 
To publish ? Does he not forget his friends? 
He, who disduns the springs of common fame. 
And dauntless quafis the deep Pindaric stream. 
Bat will the Muse her.favoorite bard inspire, 
To tune to Theban sounds the Roman lyre? 
Or with the transports of theatric rage. 
And its sonorous language, shake the stage I 

Let Celsus be admonish'd, o'er and o'er, 
To search the treasures of his native store, 
Nor touch what Phoebus consecrates to Fame ; 
Lest, when the birds their various plumage claim, 
Stripp'd of his stolen pride, the crow forlorn 
Should stand the laughter of the public scorn. 

What do you dare, who float' witii active wing 
Around the thy my fragrance of the spring? 
Kot yours the genius of a lowly strain, 
Kor of uncultur'd or unpolish'd vein. 
Whether you plead with eloquence his cause ; 
Or to your client clear the doubtful laws; 
And sure to gain, for amatorious lays. 
The wreaths of ivy, with unepvied praise. 

Could you the passions, in their rage, controul. 
That damp the nobler purpose of the soul : 
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Coald jroa these sooUnof diseontento allay, 
Socm sboold yoa rise where visdom points the way; 
iN^sdom heaven-horn, at whidi we all sbooM aun. 
The little Tolgar, and the known to fame. 
Who mean to live, within oiir proper sfriiere. 
Bear to onrselvet, and to our country dear. 

Kow tell me, whether Planon holds a part 
(For snre he well deserves it) in your heart ? 
Or was the reconciliatfoo made in vain. 
And like an ill<«or'd wound breaks forth again. 
While inexperienc'd youth, and Uood influn'd. 
Drive ye like coursers to the yoke nntaofd i 
Where'er ye are, too excellent to prove . 
Hie broken union of fraternal love, 
A votive heifer fratefolly I feed. 
For yoor retium» in sacrifice to bleed. 
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EPISTLE IV. 
TO ALBIUS TIBULLUS. 

ALBIUS, in whom my satires find 
A candid critic, ami a kind, 
Do you, while at your country-seat. 
Some rhiming labours meditate. 
That shall in volam*d bnlk arise. 
And even from Casdus iMsar the prise; 
Or saunter through tha silent wood. 
Musing on what befits the wise and good ? 

Thou art not form'd of lifeless mould, 
With breast inanimate and cold ; 
To thee the gods a form complete, 
To thee the gods a ftur estate 
In bounty gave, with art to know 
How to enjoy what they bestow. 

Can a fond nurse one blessing more 
Even for her favourite boy implore, 
With smse and clear expression blest, 
Of friendship, honour, heattii possest, 
A taUe elegantly plain. 
And a poetic, easy vein ? 

By hope inspired, deprest wi& fear. 
By passion warm'd, perplex'd with care, 
Believe that every morning*s ray 
Hath lighted up thy latest day ; 
Then, if to-morrow's sun be thine. 
With double lustre shall it shine. 

Such are the maxims I embrace, 
And here, in sleek and joyous case, 
Toull find, for laughter fitly bred, 
A hog by ^icoms fed. 
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EPICTLE V. 
TO TORQUATUS. 

IF, my Torqaatos* yea ean kindly deiga 
To lie on beds of sin(^ form and plnia, '' 
And sup on herbs alone, but richly drest. 
At evening I expect yon for my goest. 
Ker old, I owd, nor excellent my wine. 
Of five years vintage, and a marshy vine; 
If you have better, bring th* enlivening cheer. 
Or, from an bumble friend, this summons bear. 
In hopes my honour'd guest to entertain. 
My fires are lighted, my ^artments^clean ; 
Then leave the hope, that, wing'd with folly, flies; 
Leave the mean quarrels, that from wealth arise; 
Leave the litigious bar, for Caesar's birth 
Proclaims the festal hour of ease and mirth. 
While social converse, till the rising light. 
Shall stretch, beyond its length, the summer's mght 
Say, what are fortune's gifts, if I'm denied 
Their cheerful use? for nearly are allied 
The madman, and the fool, whose sordid care 
Makes himself poor to enrich a worthless heir. 
Give me to drink, and, crown'd with flowerp, desjrise 
The grave disgrace of being thought unwise. 

What cannot wina perform ? It brings to light 
The secret soul ; it bids the covrard fight ; 
Gives being to our hopes, and from our hearts 
Drives the dull sorrow, and inspires new vts. 
Is there a wretch, whom bumpers have not taught 
A flow of words, and loftiness of thought i 
Even ill th' oppressive grasp of poverty 
It can enlarge, and bid the. soul be free. 

Cheerful my usual task I undertake 
(And no mean figure in my office make). 
That no foul linen wrinkle up the nose; 
That every plate with bright reflexion shows 
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My gaest hU lace ; that none, when life grows gay, 
The sacred hoar of confidence betray. 

That all in eqnal friendship may unite. 
Tour Batra and Septicias I'll invite. 
And, if he*s not engag'd to better cheer. 
Or a kind girl, Sabinus shall be here. 

Still there is room, and yet the summer^s heat 
May prove offensive, if the crowd be great: 
But write me word, how many you desire. 
Then instant from the busy world retire ; 
And while your tedious clients fill the hall, . 
Slip out at the back-door, and bilk them all. 
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EPISTI3 VI. 
TO KUMiClUS. 

NOT to admire, is of all means thelicst. 
The only means, to make, and keep ns btest. 
There are, untainted with the thoughts of ftar. 
Who see the! varioas changes of the year 
Unerring roll ; who see the glorious sun, 
And the fix'd stars, their annual progress run : 
But with what different eye do they behold 
The gifts of earth; or diamonds or gold; 
Old ocean's treasures, and the peariy stores. 
Wafted to furthest India's wealthy shores? 
Or with what sense, what language, should we g«M 
On shows, employments, or the people's praise ? 

"Whoever dreads the opposite extreme 
Of disappointment, poverty, or shame. 
Is raptur'd with almost the same desires, 
As he who dotes on what the world admires; 
Equal their terrors, equal their surprise. 
When accidental dangers round them rise. 
Kor matters it, what passion fills his breast. 
With joy or grief, desire or fear opprest. 
Who views, with down-fixM eyes, life's varying seeoe. 
Whose soul grows stiff, and stupified his brain. 
Even virtue, when pursu'd with warmth extreme. 
Turns into vice, and fools the sage's fame. 

Go now, witK taste improved, and higher gust 
Admire the rich buffet, the marble bust. 
The bronze antique, the purple's glowing dye. 
The gem, whose radiance trembles on the eye; 
Let gazing crowds yqur eloquence admire. 
At early mom to court, at night retire. 
Lest Mutus wed a wife of large estate, 
Mrhile, deeper your dishonour to complete. 
The. low-born wretch to you no honour pays. 
Though yon on him with admiration gaso. 
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But time shall bring the latent birth to light. 
And hide th« (M'esent glorious race in night; 
For thoagh Agrippa's awful colonnade. 
Or Appian way, thy passing pomp surveyed. 
It yet remains to tread the drear descent. 
Where good Pompilius and great Ancus went. 
. Would you not wish to cure th* acuter pains. 
That rack your tortur'd side, or vex your reins i 
Would yon, and who would not, with pleasure live? 
If virtue can alone the blessing give, 
^¥ith ardent spirit her alone pursue. 
And with contempt all other pleasures view. 
Yet, if you think that virtue's but a name ; 
That groves are groves, nor from religion claim 
A sacred awe; sail to the distant coast. 
Nor let the rich Bithynian trade be Io9t. 
A thousand talents be the rounded sum 
Ton first design'd ; then raise a second plum ; 
A third successive be your earnest care. 
And add a fourth to make the mass a square ; 
For gold, the sovereign queen of all below, 
Friends, honour, birth, and beauty can bestow; 
Tlie goddess of persuasion forms his train. 
And Venus decks the well-bemoney'd swain. 

The Cappadocian king,' though rich in slaves. 
Yet wanting money, was but rich by halves. 
Be not like him. Lucullus, as they say. 
Once being ask'd to furiibh for a play 
An hundred martial vests, astonish'd cried. 
Whence can so vast a number be supplied ? 
But yet, wbate'er my wardrobe can afford. 
You shall command. Soon after writes them word. 
Five thousand vests were ready at a call. 
They might have part, or, if they pleased, take all. 
Poor house ! where no superfluous wealth's unknown 
To its rich lord, that thieves may make their own. 

Well then, if wealth alone our bliss insure. 
Our first, our latest toil should wealth secure : 
If popularity the blessing claims, 
Let 's buy a slave to tell our voters* names, 
And give the hint, when through the crowded street 
To stre&h the civil band to all we meet. 
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'* The FatUii tribe hi» interest largely sways ; 
This the Velinian ; there a third, with ease. 
Can give or take the honours of the ^ tate. 
The consul's fasces, and the praetor's seat* 
According to their age adopt them all. 
And brother, father, most facetious call." 

If he lives well, who revels out the night. 
Be gluttony our guide; away ; 'tis light. 
Let's fish, or hunt, and then, at early day 
Across the crowded Forum take oor way. 
Or to the Campus Martins change the scene. 
And let our slaves display our hunting train. 
That gaaing crowds by one poor mule be taught. 
At what a price the mighty boar was bought. 
Thenvlet us bathe, while th' indigested food 
Lies in the swelling stomach raw and crude; 
Forgetting all of decency and shame, 
From the fair book of freedom strike ojtr name ; 
And, like th' abandon'd Ulyssean crew, 
Our Ithaca forgot, forbidden joj^s pursue. 

If life's insipid without mirth and love. 
Let love and mirth insipid life improve. 
Farewell ! and if a better system 's thine. 
Impart it frankly* or make use of mine. 
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Epistle vii. 

TO MAECENAS. 

T PB,6MIS*D at my country farm to sUy 
■■- Bot a few days ; yet August roll'd away, 
And left your loiterer here. But kind forgive 
(In cheerful health if you would have me live). 
And to my fears the same indulgence show. 
As to my real illnoss you bestow: 
While the first fig now paints the sickly year. 
And bids the black funereal pomp appear ; 
The father, and, wjth softer passions warm'd. 
The tender mother for her son's alarm'd; 
The crowded levee with a fever kills. 
And the long lawyer's plea unseals our wills; 
But when the snows on Alba plains shall lie. 
To some warm sea-port town your bard slla^ fly. 
There o*er a book, not too severely, bend, 
Resolv'd to visit his illustrious friend. 
When western winds and the first swallows bring 
The welcome tidin*gs of returning spring. 

In other taste to me your botinty flow'd. 
Than to his guest the rough Calabrian show'd — ' 
'* These pears are excellent, then, prithee, feed." — 
I've eaten quite enough. — " Well You indeed 
Shall take some home— as many as you please. 
For children love such little ^ifts as these." 
I thank you, sir, as if they all were mine. — 
*' Well, if you leave, you leave them for the swine.** 
When fools and spendthrifts give what they despise. 
Thin Crops of gratitude will always rise. 
The wise and good with better choice bestow. 
And real gold from play-house counters know. 
But thus much merit let me boldly claim, 
Ko base ingratitude shall stain my name; 
And yet, if I must never leave you more, 
Give me my former vigour, and restore 
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The hair, that on the youthful forehead plays; 
- Give me to prate with joy, to laugh with ease. 
And o'er tlie flowing bowl, in sighing strun* 
To talk of wanton Cynara*s disdain. 

Into a wicker cask where com was kept, 
Perdiance of meagre corps a field-mouse crept ; 
But when she fiU'd her paunc]), and sleek'd her hide. 
How to get out again, In vain she tried. 
A weasel, who beheld her thus distrest. 
In friendly sort the luckless mouse address'd : ~ 
'* Would you escape, you must be lean and titin ; 
Then try the cranny where you first got in.** 

If in this tale th* unlucky picture's mine, 
Cheerful the gifts of fortune I resign ; 
Kor, with a load of luxury opprest. 
Applaud the sleep that purer meals digest: 
Kor would exchange, for blest Arabia's gold» 
My native ease, and freedom uncontronl'd. 

You oft have prats'd me, that no bold request, 
A modest poet! on youl- friendship press'd; 
My grateful language ever was the same, 
I call'd you every tender, awfal name ; 
However, try me, whether I can part 
From all your bounty with a cheerful heart. 

The youth, whose sire such various woes hmd tried. 
To Menelaus, not unwise, replied, 
*' Our island hath no rich and fertile plain. 
No wide-extended course, in which to train 
The g^erous horse; then grant me to refuse 
A present, that you better know to use." 
For little folks become their little fate. 
And, at my age, not Rom^s imperial seat. 
But soft Tareotum's more delicious ease. 
Or Tibur's solitude, my taste can please. 

Philip, whose youth was spent in feats of war, 
Kow grown a famous lawyer at the bar. 
Returning from the courts one sultry day, 
Complain'd, how tedious was the lengthen'd way 
To folks in years; then wistfully survey'd 
A new-trimm'd spark, who, joying in the shade, 
I/)ird in a barber's shop, with ease recHn'd> 
And pai'd his nails, right indolent of mind. 
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" Demetrius (so was call'd his favourite slaTe, 
For such commissions a right>trusty knave). 
Run and inquire of yonder fellow straight* 
His. name, friends, country, patron, and estate>*V 

He goes, jetorns, and — '* Menas is his name; 
Of moderate fortune, but of honest fome; 
A public crier, who a thousand ways 
Bustles to get, and then enjoys his ease. 
A boon companion 'mongst his equals known, 
And the small house he lives in is his own. 
His business over, to the public slv9ws. 
Or to the field of Mars, he sauntering goes." 

Methinks, I long to see this wondrom wight* 
Bid him be sure to sup with me to-night. 
Henas, with awkward wonder, scarce believes 
The courteous invitation he receives: 
At last politely begs to be ezcus'd— . 
** And am I then with insolence refus'd ? " 
" Whether from' too much fear, or too much pride, 
I know not, but he flatly has denied.** 

Philip next morn our honest pedlar -found 
Dealing his iron merchandise around 
To his small chaps; — the first good.morrow gave ; 
Menas confus'd^-*' Behold a very slave. 
To business chain'dj or I should surely wait 
An early client at your worship's gate; 
Or had I first perceiv'd you— as I live"— 
Well, sup with me to-night, and I forgive 
All past neglect. Be punctual to your hour; 
Remember, I expect you just at four. 
Till then fiurewell ; your growing fortunes mend. 
And know me for your servant and your friend. 

Behold him now at supper, where he said. 
Or right or wrong, what came into his head. 
When Philip saw his eager gudgeon bite. 
At mom an early client, and at night 
A certain guest, his project to complete. 
He takes him with him to his country-sent. 
On horseback now he ambles at his ease. 
The soil, the climate, his incessant praise. 

Philip, who well observ'd our simple guest, 
Laofba in his sleeve, resolv'd to have his jest 

Digitized by Google 



206 THE WORKS OF HORACE. 

At any rate ; then lends him fifty pound, ■ 
And promis'd fifty vaon, to bay a spot of ground, 

Bat, tliat oar tale no longer be delay'd, 
Bought is the ground, and our spruce merchant 
A very rustic ; nov, at endless rate, 
Vineyards and furrows are his constant prate. 
He plants his elms for future vines to rise, 
Grows old with care, and on the prospect dies. 
But when his goats by sickness, and by thieves 
His sheep are lost, hb crop his hope deceives. 
When his one ox is kill'd beneath the yoke. 
Such various losses his best spirits broke. 
At midnight dragging out his only horse. 
He drives ta Philip's house his desperate course; 
Who, when he saw him rough, defbrm'd with hair, 
" Your ardent love of pelf, your too much care 
Hath surely brought yon to thb dismal plight.** — 
. Oh ! call me wretch, if you would call me right. 
But let this wretch your clemency implore. 
By your good genius; by each heavenly power; 
By that right hand, sure never pledg*d in vain. 
Restore to me my former life again. 

To bis first state let him return with 9peed, 
Who sees how far the joys he left exceed 
His present choice: for all should be confin*d 
Within the bounds which nature hath assigned. 
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EPISTLE VIIL 

^glf^ TO CELSUS ALBINO VAl? US. 

^JpO Celsus, Muse, mj wannest wishes bear, 
^■^ And if he kindlj ask yoa how I fare. 
Say, though I threaten maoy a fair design, 
Kor happiness, nor wisdom, yet are mine. 
Kot that the driving hul my vineyards beat; 
Not that my olives are destroy'd with heat ; 
Not that my cattle pine in distant plains— 
Here in my mind than body lie my pains. 
Heading 1 hate, and with unwilling ear 
The voice of comfort or of health I hear : 
Friends or physicians I with pain eudure. 
Who strive this languor of my sonl to cure. 
Whatever may hurt me, I with joy pursue ; 
Whate'er may do me good, with horror view. 
Inconstant as the wind, I various rove; 
At Tibur, Rome ; at Rome, ITibur love. 

Ask how he does; what- happy arts support 
His prince's favour, nor offend the court; 
If all be well, say first, that we rejoice. 
And then, remember, with a gentle voice 
Instil Ibis precept on his listening ear, 
" As you your fortune, we shall Celsus bear.** 
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EPISTLE UL 
TO CLAUDIUS K£RO. 

SEFTIBflVS only knows, at least wopld seam 
To know, the rank I hold in your esteem; 
Then asks, naj more, compels me to present him 
(Nor will a moderate share of praise oontent lain), 
WerUij of Nero's famllj^ and heart. 
Where only men of merit claim a part. 
When fondly he persuades himself I hold 
A place among your nearer friends enroU'd, 
Much better than myself he sees and knowa 
How fu- my interest with Tiberius goes. 

A thousand things I urg*d to be ezcua'd. 
Though fearful, if too Warmly I refns*d» 
I might, perhaps, a mean dissembler seam. 
To make a property of your esteem. 

Thus have I with a friend's request complied. 
And on the confidence of courts relied: 
If you forgive me, to your heart receive 
The man I love, and know him good and brave. 
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EPISTLE X. 

'TO ARISTIUS FUSCUS. 

rpo Fascus, who in city-sports delights, 
•I- A country-bard with gentle greeting writes; 
In this we differ, but in all beside, 
like twin-bom brothers, are our souls allied ; 
And, as a pair of fondly-constant doves, 
What one dislikes tiie other disapprove. 
You keep the nest, I love the rural mead. 
The brook, the mossy rock, and woody glade; 
In short, I live and reign, whene'er I, fly 
The joys you vaunt with rapture to the sky, 
And like a slave, from the priest's service fled, 
I nauseate honey'd cakes, and long for bread. 

Would you to nature's laws obedience yield ; 
Would you a house for health or pleasure build. 
Where is there such a situation found, • 
As where the country spreads its blessings round ? 
Where is the intemperate Winter less severe? 
Or, when the sun ascending fires the year. 
Where breathes a milder aephyr to assuage , 

The Dog-star's fury, or the Lion's rage ? 
Where do less envious cares disturb our rest ? 
Or are the fields, in nature's colours drest. 
Less grateful to the smell, or to the sight. 
Than the rich floor, with inlaid marble bright? 
Is water purer from the bursting lead. 
Than gentiy murmuring down its native bed ? 
Among your columns, rich with various dyes, 
Unnatural woods with awkward art arise : 
You praise the house, whose situation yields 
An open prospect.to tiie distant fields ; 
For ITatnre, driven out with proud disdain. 
All-powerful goddess, will return again; 
Return in silent triumph, to deride 
Tht weak Attempts of luxury and prid«. 
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The man, who cannot with jndidotts eye 
Discern the fleece, that drinks the Tjrian dje^ 
IVom the pale Latian ; yet shall ne'er sostain 
A loss so touching, of sncb heart-felt pain. 
As he, who can*t, with sense of happier kind« 
Distingnhh truth from falsehood in the mind. 

They who in Fortune's smiles too much delight 
Shall tremble when the goddess takes her (light; 
For, if hor gifts o«r fonder paanons g«n. 
The frul possession we resign with p^n. 

Then fly from grandeor, and die haughty great; 
The cottage offers a secnre retreat. 
Where you may make that heart-folt bliss yo«r oWn, 
To kings, and favoarites of kings, unknown. 

A lordly stag, arm'd with superior force* 
Drove from their common field a vanquish'd horse. 
Who for revenge to man his strength enslav'd. 
Took up his rider, and the bitt receiv'd: 
But, though he conquer'd in the martial strife, 
Hefelt his ridei^s weight, andchaipp'd tiie bitt for life. i 
So h^who poverty with horror views. 
Nor frugal nature's bounty knows to use ; 
Who sells his freedom in exchange for gold 
(Freedom for mines of wealth too cheaply sold). 
Shall make eternal servitude his fote, ^ 
And feel a haughty master's galling weight. 

Our fortunes and our sho^ are near allied; 
IHnch'd in the strait, we stumble in the wide. 
Cheerful and wue, your present lot enjoy. 
And on my head your just rebukea employ. 
If e'er, forgetful of my former self, j 

I toil to ruse unnecessary pelf. 
Oold is the slave, or tyrant,.of the soul ; 
Unworthy to command, it better brooks contronl. 

These lines behind Vacuna's Csne I penn'd. 
Sincerely blest, but that I want my friend. 
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EPISTLE XI. 

TO BULLATIUS. 

DO the fiam'd islands of th' Ionian seas, 
Chios, or Lesbos, my Ballatius please? 
Or Sardis, where great Croesus held his court ? 
Say, are thtfy less, or greater, than report? 
Does Samos, Colophon, or Smyrna, yield 
To our own Tibnr, or to Mars'slfield ? 
Would you, fotigu'd wich toils of lands and seas. 
In Lebedus, or Asia, spend your days ? 

You tell me^ Lebedus is now become 
A desert, like our villages at home. 
Yet there you gladly fix your future lot, 
Your friends forgetting, by your friends forgot; 
Enjoy the calm of life, and, safe on shore. 
At distance hear the raging tempest roar. 

A traveller, though wet with dirt and riiin, 
Would not for ever at an inn remain, 
Or chiird with cold, and joying in the heat 
- Of a warm bath, believe his bliss complete. 
Though by strong winds your bark were tempest- 
tost. 
Say, would you sell it on a distant coast? 

Believe me, at delicious Rhodes to live 
To ajK>nnd mind no greater bliss can give. 
Than a thick coafln summer's burning ray. 
Or a light mantle on a snowy day. 
Or to a swimmer Tiber's freezing stream. 
Or sunny room^ in August's mid-day flame. 
While yet 'tisin your power; while Fortune smiles. 
At B^me with rapture vaunt those happy isles» 
Then with a grateful hand the bliss receive. 
If heaven an hour more fortunate shall give. 
Seise on the present joy, and thus possess^ 
Where'er yon live, an inward happiness. 
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If retsoB only am oar cares allay, 
Kot the Md site, that wide commuidf the tea; 
If they, who throufh the Tenturoos ocean range, 
Not their own passiom, bat tttm ctimate change; 
Anzioos throagh seas and land to seardi for rest 
Is bat laborions idleness at best. 
In desert Ulubrc the bliss yoa*ll find. 
If yoa preeer^e a firm and eqnal mind. 
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EPISTLE XII. 

TO ICCIUS. 

'I^HILB Icdns farms Agrippa^s larare ettate» " 
^^ If he with wisdom can enjoy his fate, 
Ko greater riches Jove himself can give ; 
Then cease complaining. Mend, and learn to live. 
He is not poor td whom kind Fortune grants. 
Even with a' frugal hand, what Nature wants. 

Are you with food, and warmth, and raiment bleit? 
Not royal treasures are of more possest ; 
And if, for herbs and shell-fish at a feast, 
Tou leave the various luxuries of taste. 
Should Fate enrich you with a golden stream, 
Tour life and manners would be still the same; 
Whether convinc'd, that gold can't change the soul. 
Or that fur virtue should its power contronl. 

That all his neighbours' flocks and herds should eat 
The sage's harvest, while without its weight 
His spirit rov'd abroad, shall ne'er be told 
As wonderful ; since, not debas'd by gold. 
And its infection, Iccius, bravely wise. 
Spurns this vile earth, and soars into the skies; 
Curious to search, what bounds old ocean's tides; 
What through the various year the seasons guides : 
Wliether Che stars by their own proper force. 
Of foreign power, pursue their wandering course: 
Why shadows darken the pale queen of night; 
Whence she renews her orb, and spreads her light ; 
What nature's jarring sympathy can mean, 
And who, among the wise, their systems best .main* 
tain. 
But whether slaughter'd onions crown your bdbrd. 
Or murder'd fish an impious feast afford. 
Receive Pompeius Grosphus to your heart. 
And, ere he asks, your willing aid impart; 
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He ne'er shall make a bold, unjust request. 

And fnends are cheap, when good men are distrest. 

Now condescend to hear the public news : 
Agrippa's war the sons of Spain subdues. 
The fierce Armenian Kero's virtue feels : 
^ort by the knees the haughty Parthian kneids : 
Again the monarch is by Caesar crown'd. 
And Plenty pours her golden harvest round. 



Digitized by Google 



EPISTLES, BOOK I. S05 

EPISTLE XIIL 

TO VIKIUS ASELLA. 

"yiNIUS, T oft dcsir'd you, ere you wcntr 

▼ Well seal'd my rhiming volumes to present 
"When CsBsar's high in health, in spirits gay, 
Or if he ask to read th' unoffer'd lay. 
Lest you offend with too officious zeal. 
And my poor works his just resentment ftel. 
Throw down the burden, if it gall your back. 
Nor at the palace fiercely break the pack. 
Lest my dear ass become the laughing sport. 
The quibbling fable of the wits at court. 

Through rivers, steeps, and fens, exert your force. 
Nor, when you're victor of the destined course. 
Under your arm the letteii!d bundle bear. 
As rustics do their lambs, with awkward air; 
Or Pyrrhia, reeling from the drunken bowl, 
Conveys away the ball of wool she stole; 
Or, in his pride, a tribe-invited guest • 
Carries his cap and slippers to a feast; 
Nor loud proclaim, with how much* toil yon bear 
Such verse, as may detain even Caesar's ear. 
Farewell, make haste; and special caution take. 
Lest you should stumble, and my orders break* . 
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EPISTLE XIV. 

TO HIS STBWABI) IN THE COUNTRY. 

rriHOU steward of the woods and couatry-seat, 
-■- That give ne to myself; whose small estatt, 
"Which yoiji despise, five worthy jSstbers sent. 
One from each house, to Varia*s parliament: 
Lot OS inquire. If yon with happier toil 
Root out the thorns and thistles of the soil. 
Than Horace tears his folUes from his breast; 
Whether my farm or I be cultivated best. 

Though Lamia*s pious tears, that ceaseless mourn 
His brother's death* have hinder'd my return. 
Thither my wannest wishes bend their force. 
Start from the goal, and beat the distant course. 
Rome is your rapture, mine the rural seat; 
Pleas'd with each other's lot, our own we bate: 
But both are fools, and fools in like extreme; 
GuUliess the place, that we unjustly blame, . 
For in the mind alone our follies lie. 
The mind, that never fr^nn itself can fly. 

A slave at Rome, and discontented there, 
A country-life was once your silent prayer: 
A rustic grown, your first desires return ; 
For Rome, her public games and baths, yon burn. 
More constant to myself, I leave with pain. 
By hateful business forc'd, the rural scene. 
Fkx>m diflPerent objects our desires arise. 
And thence the distance that between us lies; 
For what you call inhospitably drear. 
To me with beauty and delight appear. 
Full well I know a tavern's greasy steam. 
And a vile stew, with joy your heart inflame. 
While my small form yields rather herbs than vines, 
Kor there a neighbouring Uvem pours itt wines. 
Nor harlot-minstrel sings, when the rude sound 
Tempu yoB with heavy heels te thump the grouad. 
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But yoa complain, that with unceasing toll 
Tou break, alas ! the long unbroken soil, 
Or loose the wearied oxen from the plough. 
And feed with leaves new-gather'd from the bough. 
Then feels your laainess an added pain. 
If e'er the rivniet be swoln with rain ; ' 

"What mighty mounds against its force you rear, 
To teach its rage the sunny mead to spare ! 

Kow hear, from whence our sentiments divide : 
In youth, perhaps with not ungraceful pride, 
I wore a silken robe, perfum'd my hair, 
And without presents charm'd the venal fair: 
From early morning quaff 'd the flowing glass; 
Kow a short supper charms, or on the grass 
To lay me down at some fair river's side. 
And sweetly slumber as the waters glide; 
Kor do I Mush to own my follies past. 
But own, those follies should no longer last. 

None there with eye askance my pleasures views. 
With hatred dark, or poison'd spite pursues ; 
My neighbours laugh to see with how much toil - 
I carry stones, or break the stubborn soil. 
You with my city-slaves would gladly join. 
And on their daily pittance hardly dine] 
"While more refin'd they view with envious eye 
The gardens, horses, fires, that you enjoy. 

Thus the slow ox would gaudy trappings claim ; 
The sprightly horse would plough amidst the team : 
By my advice, let each with cheerful he«t. 
As best he understands, employ hU art. 
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I 

EPISTLE XV. 
TO VALA. 

BY my pbysiciui's learn'd advice I fly 
From BaU's waters, yet with angry eye 
The Tillage views me, when 1 mean to bathe 
The middle winter's fireesing wave beneath; 
LpudI J complaining, tliat their myrtle groves 
Are now neglected ; their sulphureous stoves. 
Of ancient fisme our feeble nerves to raise. 
And dissipate the lingering cold disease. 
While the sick folks in Clnstum's fountains dare 
PluDgo the bold head, or seek a colder air. 

The road we now must alter, and engage 
Th* unwilling horse to pass his usual stage: 
^ Ho! whither now? his angry rider cries. 
And to the left the restive bridle plies. 
We go no more to Baise ; prithee hear — 
But in his bridle lies an horse's ear. 

Dear Vala, say,' how temperate, bow severe. 
Are Velia's winters, and SsJemum's air: 
The genius of the folks, the roads how good : 
Which eats the better bread, and when a flood 
Of rain descends, which quaffs the gathered shower, 
Or do their fountains purer water pour ? 
Their country-vintage is not worth my care. 
For though at home, whatever wine, I bear, 
At sea-port towns I shall expect to find 
My wines of generous and of smoother kind, 
To drive away my cares, and to the soul, 
Through the full veins, with golden hopes to roll ; 
With flowing language to inspire my tongue, 
And make the listening fair-one think me young. 

With hares or boars which country's best sup(^- 
Which seas their belter fish luxurious bide? 
That I may home return in luscious plight— 
*TU ours to credit, as 'tis yours to write. 
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When Maenius had consuni'd, with gallant heart, 
■ A large estate, he took the jester's art : 
A vagrant zany, of no certain manger. 
Who knew not, ere he din'd, or ftiend or stranger: 
Cruel, and scurrilous to all, his jest; 
The niin'd butcher's gulf, a storm, a pest. 
Whate'er he got his ravening uits receive. 
And when or friend or foe no longer gave, 
A lamb's Alt paunch was a delicious treat. 
As much as Uiree voracious bears could eat; 
Then, like reformer Bestius, would he tell ye, 
That gluttons should be branded on the belly. 

But if, perchance, he found some richer lare, 
Tnst^t it vanish'd into smoke and air — 
« By Jove I wonder not, that folks should eat. 
At one delicious meal, a whole estate. 
For ^ fat thrush b most delightful food. 
And a swine's paunch superlatively good.'* 

Thns I, when better entertainments fail. 
Bravely commend a plain and fl-ugal meal ; 
On cheaper suppers show myself full wise. 
Bat if some dainties more luxuriohs rise-^ 
•* Right sage and happy they alone, whose fate 
CKves them a splendid house, and large fistate.** 



Digitized by Google 



JlO THE WaBXS OP HORACE. 

EPISTLE XVT. 
TO QUINCTIUS. 

ASK not, good QatBctins, if my fiuv imiatiw 
Its wealthy oiaster vicb abnnd«it gnxm, 
WiUi finsiCft or pastorM;. ask not, if tbe vioe 
Arooml its bridegi o oi c im lttz«riaat twine. 
For riL describe, and in loquaoions strain. 
The site and £gure of the pleasing soene. 

A chain of mountains with a vale divide. 
That opens to the snn on either side : 
The right wide spreading to the rising day. 
The left is warm*d beneath his setting ray. 
How mild the clime, where sloes luxnrions grow, 
And blushing cornels on the hawthorn glow ! 
My cattle are with plenteous acoma fed, 
Whose various oiks around tbeur master spread ; 
Well might you swear, that here Tarentnm waves 
Its dusky shade, and poors forth all its leaves. 
A fountain to a rivulet gives its nsme. 
Cooler and purer than a Thractan stream ; 
Useful to ease an aching head it flows. 
Or when with burning pains the stomach glows. 

This pleasing, this delicious soft retreat 
In safety guards me from September's heat. 

Would yon be happy, be the thing you seem. 
And sure you now possess the world's esteem ; 
Nor yet to others too much credit give. 
But in your own opinion learn to live; 
For know, the bliss in our own judgment lies, 
And none are happy but the gopd and wise. 
Nor, tho* the crowd pronounce your health is good. 
Disguise the fever lurking in your blood. 
Tin trembling seise you at th' unfinished meal- 
Idiots alone their ulcered ills conceal. 

Should some bold Aattorer sooth your listeiua{ 
ears, 
" The conquer'd world, dread sir, thy name reveres; , 
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And Jove oar guardian ^od, with power diTine» 
Who watches o*er Rome's happiness and thine^ 
Yet holds it doubtful, whether Rome or jon. 
With greater warmth, each other's good parsue." 
This praise, you own, is sacred Caesar's feme ; . 
But can you answer to your proper name^ 
When you are call'd th' accompKsh^d or the wise, 
Names, which we all with equal ardour prise? 
Yet he, who gives to<day this heedless praise, 
8h*ll take it back to^norrow, if he please. 
As when the people from some worthless knave 
Can tear away the consulship they gave ; 
" Lay down the name of wisdom, sir, *tis mine ; ** 
Confus'd I leave him, and his gifts resign. 
What if he said, I hanged my aged sire, 
Caird me a thief, a slave to lewd derire. 
Shall I be toftnrM with unjust disgrace. 
Or change the guilty eoioufs of my face ? 
False praise can charm, unreal shame controul— 
Whom, but a vicious or a sickly soul? 
Who then is good? 

Quinctius* 

Who carefuHy observes 
The senate's wise decrees, nor ever -swerves 
From the known rules of justice and the laws: 
Whose bail secures, whose oath decides a cause. 

Horace. 
Tet his own house, his neighbours, through his art 
Behold an inward baseness In his heart. 
Suppose a slave should say, I never steal, 
I never ran away—** nor do you fieel 
The flagrant lash"— No human UoOd I shed— 
'* Nor on the cross the ravening crows have fed.**— 
But, sir, I am an honest slave, and wise— 
** My Sabine neighbour there the fact denies. 
Ibr wily wolves the fetal pilrfell fear*. 
Kites fly the bait, and hawks the latent snare; 
But virtuous minds a love of virtue charms: 
The fear of chastisement thy guilt alarms. 
When from my stores you steal one grain df wheat* 
My loss indeed is less, your crime as great." 

Your honest man, on whom with awful praise 
The forum and the courts of justice gam, 
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If e*er he make a-pobUc sacrifice. 

Dread Janas, PboebiM, dear and loud he crie»; 

But when his prayer in earnest is preferred 

Scarce moves his lips, afraid of being heard, ' 

'* Beauteous Laverna, my petition hear ; 

Let me vith truth and sanctity appear: 

Oh 1 give me to deceive, and with a veil 

Of darkness and of night my crimes conceal." 

Behold the miser bending down to earth 
For a poor farthing, which th^^ys in mirth 
Fix*d to the ground ; and shall the caitiff dare 
In honest freedom with a slave compare i 

Whoever wishes is with fear possest. 
And he, who holds that passion in his breast. 
Is in my sense a slave ; hath left the post 
Where virtue plac'd him, and his arms hath loat: 
To purchase hasty wealth his force applies. 
And overwhelmed beneath his burthen lies. 

Say, is not this a very worthless knave? 
But if you have the most untoward slave, 
Tet kill him not, he may some pn^t yield. 
Of strength to guard your flocks, and plough your field. 
Or let him winter in the stormy main. 
By imports to reduce the price of grain. 

The good, and wise, like Bacchus in the play. 
Dare, to the ki^g of Thebes, undaunted say. 
What can thy power? Thy threatenings I disdain. 

Penthetu. 
ril take away thy goods. 

Bacchus. 

Perhaps, you mean 
My cattle, money, moveables, or land. 
Well ; take them all. x 

Pentheus, 
But, slave, if I command, 
A cruel jailor shall thy freedom seise. 

Bcuxkut. 
A god shall set me free whene'er I please. 

Horace. 
Death is that god, the poet here intends. 
That utmost bound, where human sorrow ends. 
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KWSTLE XVIT. 
TO SCiEVA. 

AITHOUOH ay Soanra knows with art «Mif lelc^ 
How to coBvene ftuniliar wHh the gveat, 
Tot to th'inttnMkioa of «i humble friend. 
Who wonld hHOMolf be better tanght, attend ; 
The' blind your giiMe, toa»e precepts yet unknown 
He may disclose, wlueh you may make your own. 

Are you with trui^uil, easy pleasure^bleat, 
Or after son-rise love an hour of rest. 
If dusty streets, the rattUng chanot^s noise. 
Or if the neighbouring tavern's midnight joys, 
Delight you not, by my adrice retreat 
To the calm raptures of a rural seat: 
For pleasure's net eoniln'd to wealth alone. 
Nor ill he lives, who lives and dies unknown; 
But would you serve your friends, and joyous waste 
The bounteous hour, perfume you for the fieast. 

*' His patient herbs could Aristippus eat. 
He had disdain'd the tables of the great," 
And he, who censures me, the sage replies. 
If be cMild live with kings, would herbs despise. 

Tell me, which likes you best, or, younger, hear. 
Why Aristtppus' maxims best appMr; 
For with the snarling Cynic well he play*d, 
** I am my own bu ff ea n, you take the trade 
To please the crowd; yet sure 'tis better pride, 
Maintain'd by monarchs, on my horse to ride. 
But while at court observant 1 attend. 
For things of vileness you submissive bend ; 
Own a superior, and yet proudly vaunt. 
Imperious Cyaic, that you nothing want.** 

Tet Asistippus every dress became : 
In every various change of life the same; 
And though he aim*d at things of higher kind, 
Tet to the present held an equal mind. 
P 

Digitized by Google 



SU THE WORKS OF HORACE. 

But that « man, whom paUence taught to wear 
A thick, coarse coat, should ever learn to bear- 
A change of life with decency and^ase, ^ 
May justly, I confess, our wonder raise. 

Yet Aristippns, though but meanly drest, 
Kor wants, nor wishes for, a purple vest; 
He walks, regardless of the public gaae. 
And knows in every character to please; 
Bat neither dog^s nor snake's envenom'd bite 
Can, like a silkei^ robe, the Cjrnk fright. 
" Give hin} his mantle, or he dies with cold—** 
** Nay, giro it, let the fool his blessing hold.** 

In glorious war a triumph to obtain^ 
Celestial honours, and a seat shall gain 
Fast by the throne of Jove ; nor mean the pnliae 
The^e deities of human kind UKplease. 

** But, midst the storms and tempests of a court, 
Kot every one shall reach the wish*d-for port ; 
And sure the roan, who doubts of his success. 
Wisely declines th* attempt "—Then you coufsss. 
That who succeeds, thus difficult his part, 
Givrs the best proof of courage, as of art. 

Then; here, or no where, we the truth sbidl find ; 
Conscious how weak in body, or in nriud. 
When we behold the burthen with despair, 
Wnich others boldly try, with spirit bear. 
If virtue's adght beyond an empty name. 
Rewards and honours they with justice claim. 

In silence who their poverty conceal, 
More than th' importunate, with kings prevail : 
And whether we with mod^t action take. 
Or snatch the favour, m«y some difference make. 

From this fair fountain our best profits rise : 
For, when with plaintive tone a suppliant criea, 
M« sister lies unportion'd on my hands; 
My mother's poor, nor can I sell my lands. 
Or they maintain me; might he not have said. 
Give roe, ah ! give me, sir, my daily bread i 
While he, who hears him, chants on toother side. 
With me your bounty, ah ! with me divide: 
But had the trow his food in silence eat, 
Less had his quarrels been, and mdre his meat. 
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A JMint of pleasure should my lord intend. 
And with him deign to take an humble friend. 
To talk of broken roads, of cold and rain, 
Or of his plunder'd baggage to complain, 
Is but the trick, which wily harlou try, - 
Who for a l^acelet, or a necklace, cry ; 
So oft they weep, that we believe no more 
When they with tears a real loss deplore. 

He, whom a lying lameness once deceives, 
Ko more the falling vagabond believes; 
And though with streaming tears the caitiflf cries. 
Help me, ah i cruel, help a wretch to rise ; 
Though loud l^e swoar, ** Indeed my iegkls broke; 
By great Osiris I no longer joke ; " ^ 

Tet the hoarse village answers to his cries, 
Oo find a stranger to believe your lies. 
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EPISTLE XVIIL 
TQ LOLLIUS. 

LOLUUS, if veil I kmw jmar favart, 
' Tour liberml spirit toerat wi art 

That can to sordid A«ttei7 bmid. 
And basaly coontarfeit tlw friea4 ; 
For Auch the difference, I wemh 
The iatt«r«r and friend betirc«ii» 
As is betwixt a vtrtooos dane 
And prostitute of comnoa fiuno. 

Behold, in opposite es»«sa, 
A different vice, though nothing less; 
Rustic, inelegant, uncouth. 
With shaggy beard and nasty tooth. 
That fondly would be thought to be 
Fair virtue, and pure liberty : 
But virtue in a medium lies. 
From whence these different follies rise. 

Another, with devotion fervent. 
Is more than your obsequious servant ; 
Admitted as an humble guest. 
Where men of money break their jest. 
He waifs the nod, with awe profound^ 
And catches, ere it reach the ground. 
The falling joke, and echoes back the sonnd. 
A school-boy thus, with humble air. 
Repeats to pedagogue severe; 
Thus players act an under-part. 
And fear to put forth all their art. 

Another in dispute engages, 
With nonsense arm'd for nothing rage*, 
" My word of honour not beltev'd ? 
Or my opinion not received ? 
And shall I, whether right or wrong. 
Be forcM, forsooth, to hold my tongue? 
Ko— at a price so base and mean, 
I would a thottsan^i^^ves disdain." 
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Bpt whatV the caate •€ ftU this rage i 
Who's the best aetor on the stage* 
Or to -wbitik road you best may twra y; 
If to BrundaMttOi Ties your journey* 

Now, LoUius, mark the wretch's fate, 
Who lives dependant on the great. 
If the prediMtating dice, 
If Venus be his darling vice; 
If vanity his wealth coAsumes 
In dressing, feastusg* &&<' perfumes; 
If thirst of gold hia boSom sways, 
A thirst which nothing oaa appease ; 
If poverty with chaste he views. 
And wealth with every vice pursues ; ■ 
My lord, awf vicious as more great. 
Views him with horror, and with hate : 
At least, shall o'er him tyrannise, 
And like a fend mamma advise. 
Who bids her dtfUng daughter shun 
The pathi of folly she had run. 
Think not, he cries, to live like me ; 
My wealth supports my vanity; 
Tour folly should be moderate, 
Proportioned to a small estate. 

Eutrapeltts, in merry mood, 
The objects of his wrath pursued, 
And where be deepest vengeance meant, 
Fine clothes, with cruel bounty, sent; 
For, when the happy coxcomb*s drwt. 
Strange hopes and projects fill his breast; 
He sleeps tiU noon, nor will the varlet. 
For fame or fortune, leave bis harlot. ' 
Lavish be fe«ds tlie usurer's store. 
And when the miser lends no more. 
He learns the gladiator's art. 
Or humbly drives a gardener's cart. 

Strive not with mean, uithandsoae lore 
Your patron's bosom to explene. 
And let not wine, or anger, wrest 
Th' entrusted secret from your breast. 

Nor blame the pleasures of yonr friend. 
Nor to your own too eamttt bend ; 
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Nor idly court tlit firowwd Muse, 
While he the vigorous chase pursues. 
Humours like these could fatal prore , 
To Zethus* and Amphion*s lore. 
Until Amphion kind complied. 
And laid th' offensive lyre aside. 
So to your patron's will give way. 
His gentle insolence obey ; 
And when he pours into the plain 
His horses, hounds, and bunting-train. 
Break from the peevish Muse away, 
Divide the toils, and share tlie prey. 

The chase was by our sires esteemed. 
Healthful, and honourable deem*d. 
Thy swiftness far the hound's exceeds ; 
The boar beneath thy javelin bleeds; 
And who, like thee, with grace can wield 
The weapons of the martial field. 
Or with such loud applause as thine 
Amidst the youthful battle shine ? 
In the destructive war of Spain' 
Early you made your first campaign, 
Beneath a leader, who regains 
Our eagUs from the Parthian fanes, 
Who boundless now extends his sway, 
And bids a willing world obey. ' 

Lollius, though all your actions rise 
From judgment temperate and wise. 
Yet oft at honie you can unbend. 
And even to trifling sports descend. 
Your little boats, with mimic rage, 
like AcUum's mighty fleets engage ; 
Your lake like Adria's ocean spreads. 
The adverse war your brother leads, 
Till Victory her wings display, ^ 

And crown the conquwor of the day. 
Caesar, who finds that you approve 
His taste, shall your diversions love. 

If my advice regard may claim. 
Be tender of another's fune, 
And be the man with caution tried. 
In whose dSacretiatt you confide. 
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Th* impertinent be sure to hate ; 
Who loves to ask, will love to phUe. 
Ears» that unfold to i^very tale, ^ 
Entrusted secrets ill conceal. 
And yon shall wtsh» but wish in vain, 
To call the fleeting w.ords again. 

With cautious judgment, o'er and o'er, 
The man you recommend explore, 
Lest, when the scoundrel's better known. 
You blush for errors not your own. 
Then frankly give him up to shame, 
But boldly guard the injar'd fame 
Of a well-known and valued friend, 
Witli vigour and with zeal defend ; 

For, be assur'd, when he's defam'd, 
At you th'envenom'd shaft is aim'd. 

When flames your neighbour's dwelling seise, 
Your own with instant rage shall blace; 

llien haste to stop the spreading fire. 

Which, if neglected, rises higher. 
Untried, how sweet a court attendance ! 

When tried, how dreadful the dependance ! 

Yet, while your vessel's under sail. 

Be sure to catch the flying gale, 

Lest adverse winds, with rapid force, 

Should bear yon from your destin'd course. 
The grave a gay c6mpanion shun ; 

Far from the sad the jovial run ; 

The gay, the witty, and sedate. 

Are objects of each otiier's hate; 

And they, who quaff their midnight glass. 

Scorn them who dare their bumper pass. 

Although they loudly swear, they dread 

A sick debauch, and aching head. 
Be every look serenely gay. 

And drive all cloudy cares away. 

The modest oft too dark appear, 

The silent, thoughtful and severe. 
Consult with care the learned page; 

Inquire of every scienc'd sage. 

How you may glide with gentle ease 

Adown the current of your days. 
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Vw rex'd by meu and lav ^a airo , 
Kor wan/d by wild aiiibitiMi*s f m. 
By hope alarm'd, daprmsM by frar. 
For things bat little worth yo«r «ara : 
Whether &ir ▼irkoe's halkm'd ralaa 
Proceed from Vatiire» or the achoola; 
What may the force of care ratpend. 
And make yon to yoarself a friend ; 
Whether the tranquil mind and pore, 
Honours, or wealth, oi|r bliss insure 
Or down through life onkbown to stray. 
Where lonely lesds the silent way. 
When happy in my rural scene. 
Whose foontain chills the shadderinf swain. 
Such is my prayer— Let ase possess 
My present wealth, or even less. 
And if the bounteous gods design 
A lonfer life, that life be mine. 
Oire me <^ books the mental cheer. 
Of wealth sufiteient for a year, 
Kor let me float in Fortune's pow«r, 
Dependsnt on the future hour. 
To Jove for Ufe and wealth I pray. 
These Jove may give, or take away. 
But, for a firm and tranquil mind, 
'iliat Messil^ In myself 1 find. 
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rpO «i<) Crttiiiiis tf yoa credit gWe> 
-I* No water.drinker*t vereeft loac shull Iiv«. 
Or long shall pleaae. Anoag his motley fold. 
Satyrs and FannB, when Batches had «nroll'd 
The brata>sick rhiaoer, soon the tonefnl Nine 
At monuMg breath'd, and not too tw^ct, of wine. 

When Honor sings the joys of vine, His plain 
Great Homer was not of a sa4)er strain ; 
And father Ennkis» till with drinking fir'd. 
Was never to the martial song insptr'd. 
Let thirsty spirits make the bar their ch<rfce. 
Nor dare in cheerful song to raise their voice. 

Soon as I spoke, our bards, before they write. 
Smell of their wine all day, and tipple all the sight. 
What ! if with naked feet and savage air, 
Cato's short coat some mimie coxcomb wear. 
Say, shaU his habit and affected gloom 
Great Cato*s manners, or hif worth, assume ? 

Cordtts, the Moor, while sUidions how to please , 
With well-bred raHlery, and teamed «ese, 
To rival g^ Timagenes he tried. 
Yet burst with disappointed spleen and pride : 
By such examples mai^ a coxcomb's caught, 
Whose art can only imitate a fault. 

Should I by chance grow pale, our bardlings think, 
That Woodless cumin's the true rhiming drink. 
Ye wretched mimics, whose fond heau have been, 
How oft ! the objects of my mirth and spleen. ' 
Through open worlds of rhlme I dar'd to tread 
In paths unknown, by no bold footsteps led : 
Who on himself relies with cdnscious pride. 
Most cerUinly the buoing hive shall guide. 
'• To keen Iambics I first tun*d the lyre, 
And warm'd with great Archilochus^s fire 
-p^ I by Google 



&J^ THE WORKS OF HORACE. 

His rapid nambers chose, but shunned with care 
The style that drove Lycambes to despair. 

I fear'd to change the structure of his line. 
But shall a short-Uv'd wreath be therefore mine ? 
Sappho, whose>ver/M with manly spirit glows. 
Even great Aicsus his Iambics chose. 
In different stanaas though he forms his lines. 
And to a theme more merciful inclines; 
Ko perjur'd sire with Uood^staio^d verse purtiies, ^ 
Kor ties, in damning rhime, his fair-one's noose. 
I first attempted in the Lyric tone 
His numbers, to the Roman lyre unknown, 
And joy, that works of sudi unheard.of taste 
By men of worth and genius were-embrac'd. 

But would you know, why some condemn a b r eed. 
Thankless, unjust, what they at home applaud ? 
I purchase not the venal critic's vote 
With costly suppers, or a thread4Mre coat ; 
The works o^ titled wits I never hear, 
Nor vengeful in my turn assault their ear^ 
The tribe of grammar-pedants I despise. 
And hence these tears of spleen and anger rise. 
I blush in grand assemUies to repeat 
My worthless works, and give such trifles weight; 
Tet these professions they with wonder hear— 
*' Ko. You reserve them for dread Caesar's ear; 
VTwh your own beauties charm*d, yon sorely know 
Tour vefses with a faoney*d sweetness flow." 
Nor dare I rally with such dangeroos folk. 
Lest I be torn to pieces for a j<Ae, 
Yet beg tiiey would appoint another day, 
A place more proper to dedde the fray ; 
For jesU a fearful strife and anger breed, 
Whence quarrels fierce and foneral wars proceed* 
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EPISTLE XX, 
TO HIS BOOK. 

THE shops of Rome impatient to behold. 
And, elegantly polish'd, to be sold. 
You hate the tender seal, and guardian k^s, 
Which modest volumes love, and fondly praise 
Tlie public world, even sighing to be ready~ 
Unhappy book ! to other manners bred. 
Indulge the fond desire, with which you burn. 
Pursue your flight, yet think not to return. 
But, when insulted by the critic's scorn. 
How often shall you cry. Ah! me forlorn ! 
When he shall throw the tedious volume by. 
Nor longer view thee with a lover's eye. 

If rage mislead not my prophetic truth, 
Rome shall admire, whHe you can charm with youth; 
But soon as vulgar hands thy beauty soil. 
The moth shall batten on the silent spoil. 
To Afiric sent, or packeted to Spain, 
Our colonies of wit* to entertain. 
This shall thy fond adviser laughing see, 
» As, when his ass was obstinate like thee. 
The clown in vengeance push*d him down the hill : 
For who would save an ass against his will ? 

At last thy stammering age in suburb schools 
Shall toil in teaching boys their grammar-rules; 
But when in evening mild the listening tribe 
Around thee throng, U»y master thus describe ; 
A freed-man's son, with moderate fortune blest. 
Who boldly spread his wings beyond his nest; 
Take from my birth, bot to my virtue give 
This honest praise, that I with freedom live. 
With all that Rome in peace and war calls great; « 
Of lowly stature; fond of summer's heat. 
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And gray before my time. At sense of wrong 
Quick in resentment, but it lasts not long. 
Let them who eslc my age be frankly told. 
That I was forty-four Decembers old, 
Vhen Lollitts chose with I<epidas to share 
The power and honours of the consal*s chair. 
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BOOK II. 

EPISTLE I. 
TO AUGUSTUS. 

WHILE yov alooe M»»tain thMaportaBt weight 
Of Roiae'8 wS»in, so TariottS and to great ; 
' While joQ the pnblie weal with arma defend, 
Adorn with morals, and with laws amend ; ' 
Shall not the tedions letter prove a cnam, 
niat steals one moment of our Cttsar's time? 

Rome's founder, Leda's twins, the god of wine, 
By human virtues rais'd to power divine. 
While they with pious carea improved mankind. 
To various states their proper hoanda assigned; 
Commanded war's destroying rage to cease. 
And bless'd their eities with the arts of peace ; 
CompIainM their virtues, and their toils, could raise 
But slight returns of gratitude and praise. 

Who crush'd the Hyihra, when to lifs renew'd, 
And monsters dire with fsted toil suhdu'd. 
Found that the monster Envy never dies. 
Till low in equal death her conqueror Ues; 
For he, who soars to an unwonted height ^ 
Oppressive daades, with excess of light. 
The arts beneath him j yet, when dead, shall prova 
An ofiject worthy of esteem and love. 
Tet Rome to thee her living honours pays: 
By thee we swear, to thee our altars raise, 
While we confess no prince so great, so wii*, 
Hath ever risen, or shall trcr fiit.^ 
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But when your people rabe their CcBsaf'ft name 
Above the Greek and Roman chiefs in fiuae. 
In this one instance tliey are just and vise, 
Tet other things they view with o&er eyes; 
With cold contempt they treat the living bard ; 
The dead alone can merit their regard. 

To elder bards so lavish of applause. 
They love the langnage of our ancient laws ; 
On Kama's hymns with holy rapture pore. 
And torn our mouldy records o'er and o'er ; 
Then swear, transported, that the sacred Nine 
Fronounc'd on Alba's top each hallow'd line. 

But if, because the world with justice ^ys 
To the first bards of Oreece its grat^ul praise, 
1(1 the same scale our poets must be weigh'd, 
To such disputes what answer can be made? 
Since we have gain'd the height of martial fame. 
Let us in peaceful arts assert our claim ; 
The anointed Gre^s no longer shall excel. 
And neither wrestle, sing, or paint so well. 
' But let me ask, Since poetry, like wine. 
Is taught by time to mellow and refine. 
When shall th'immorUl bard begin to live i 
Say, shall a hundred years completely give 
Among your ancients a fall right of claim. 
Or with the worthless moderns fix his name i 
Some certain point riraold finish the debate. 
** Then let him live a hundred years complete.** 

What if we take a year, a month, a day, 
. From this jocUdous sum of fsme away. 
Shall he among the ancients rise to fiime. 
Or sink with modems to amtempt and shame ? 
** Among the ancients let the bard appear, 
Though younger by a month, or even a year." 
I take the grant, and by degrees prevail 
(For hair by hair I pull the horse's tail). 
And while I take them year by year away. 
Their subtile heaps of arguments decay. 
Who judge by annab. nor approve a line 
Till death has made the poetry divine. > 

** Snnins, the brave, the lofty, and the wise, 
Another Homer in the critic's eyes. 
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Forgets his promise, now secure of ftme. 
And heeds no more his Pythagoric dream. 
No longer Nttviiis or his plays remun; 
Yet we remember every pleasing scene: 
So much, can time its awful sanction give 
In sacred fame to bid a poem live. 

** Wbate'er disputes of ancient poets rise, 
In some one excellence their merit lies : 
What depth of learning old Pacuvius shows! 
With strong sublime the page of ^AQcius glows; 
MenandePs comic robe Afr&nius wears; 
Plautus as rapid in his plots appears 
As Epicharmus ; Terence charms with art, 
And grave Caecilius sinks into the heart. 
These are the plays to which our people crowd. 
Till the throng'd play4iouse crack with the dull 

load. 
These are esteem*d the glories of the stage. 
From the first drama to the present ag^." 

Sometimes the crowd a proper judgment makes. 
But oft they labour under gross mistakes. 
As when their ancients layishly they ndse 
Above all modem rivalslup of praise. 
But that sometimes their style uncouth appears. 
Or their harsh numbers rudely hurt our ears. 
Or that full flatly flows the languid lin©^ ' 
He, who owns this, hath Jove's assent and mine. 

Think not I mean, in vengeance, to destroy 
The works, for which I smarted when a boy. 
But when as perfect models they are praised. 
Correct and chaste, I own I stand amasi'd. 
Then if some better phrase, or happier line. 
With, sudden lustre unexpected shine. 
However harsh the rugged numbers roll. 
It stamps a price and merit on the whole. • 

I feel my honest indignation rise. 
When, with affected air, a coxcomb cries. 
The work, I own, has elegance and ease. 
But sure no modiem should presum^to (rfease: 
Then for his favourite ancients dares to claim 
Not pardon only, but rewards and fame. 
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When Bowen •'iiipuad ^e stage, «i^ j n e t to 



The crowded tlwetre^ ■hor ri d I p few ime 
The just saceen ef Atta*8 fiif tie Meme, 
The senate vovld yie^i ttute mm loet to shame* 
What! criticise the eoence that eharvsM the «g« 
When JBsof and whea Beecirn tred tiM ttagel 
Whether too ftad «f their pecoKer taste. 
Or that they think their a«^ may be dtsfrmt'd. 
Should Ibey. vfth ewkwvrd modesty, swiNait 
To yoanfer jadgss ia dM eaase of wit. 
Or own, diat it were test, firovokief troth ! 
Id afe f nalearai the leariiiiig of their youth ! 

He» to wImnb Naasa*s hymns appear divine, 
Aldiongh his Ignorance he great aa mine. 
Hot to tfa*iUiistrio«s dead his homage pays, ; 
But envious robs tiie living, of their praise. 
Did Greece, like Rone, her modems disregard. 
How had she now poesest one anient bard f 
Wlien she bu ba l d her wars in triumph cease. 
She soon grew wan to n in the arms of peace ; 
Kow she trttii rsf^re views th* Olympic games. 
And now the sc«dpt(n>'s power lier breaet inflames; 
Sometimes, wWh ravisb'd soid and nrdeot gane, 
The painter'iB art intensely she surveys ; 
Now hears, tran sp o r tod, music's pleasing diarms. 
And now Um tragic Muse her passions warms. 

Thus a fond gM, her nnrsei's darltag joy, 
Kow seeks impatient, and now spurns her toy. 
For what can long our p^n or pleasure raise? 
Such are the offBCto «f happiness and ease. 

For many an age our fathers entertainM 
Their early clients, and the laws eiplain*d; 
Instructed thmn their eantiens wea'Mi to lend. 
While youth was tan|^t with reverence to ^tend. 
And hear the old point ont the prudent ways 
To calm their passfoni, and their ftntttnee raise. 

Now the light people bend to other aims ; 
A lust of scribbling every breaafr inHaases ; 
Our youth, our senators, with bays are crown*d. 
And rhimes eternal at onr fsaats go round. 
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X«tti I, who verse and «11 its works deay, 
Cm fiUthJess PsrUiia's Ijnnf sons oiit.lM, 
And, ere the rising son displays bis Ugbt, 
I call for tablota, papers^ pons^ and^-^wrtto. 

A pilot only dayres a vessol steer ; 
A doHkbtfiil drag unliceDs'd doctors fsar; 
Musicians are to sounds alone confin'd. 
And each aMchaoic bath his trade assigned: 
But every desperate blockhead dares to mrile} 
"" \erse is the trade of every livh^-wi|Hit. 

And yet this wandoring phrensy of the brain 
Hath many a geoiie virtue in its train. 
No cares of wealth a poet's heart coAtrool; ' 
Verse is the only passion of his soul. 
He laughs at losses, flight of slaves, or fires; 
Vo wicked scheme his hooest breast inspires 
To hurt his pupil, or his friend be^ay ; . < 

Brown bread and roots his appetite allay; 
And though unfit for war*s tumultuous trade, 
In peace his gentle talents are display 'd. 
If you allow, that things of trivial weight 
Hay yet support the grandeur of a state. 

He forms the infant's tongue to firmer sound, 
l^orauffers vile obscenity to wound 
His tender oars;. then witli the words of troth 
Corrects the passions and the pride of youth. 
Th' illustrious dead, who fill his sacred page, 
Shine forth examples to each rbing ago; 
The languid hour of poverty he cheers. 
And the sick wretch his voice of comfort hears. 

Did not the Muso inspire the poet's lays, 
How could our youthful dioir their voices raise 
In prayer harmoniotts, while tho gods attend. 
And gracious bid the fruitful shower dcacood ; 
Avert their plagues, disjpel each hostile fear, 
And with glad harvesU crown the wealthy year? 
Thus can the sound of alUmelodiottS lays 
Th* offended powers of heaven and hell appease. 

Our ancient swains, of vigorous, frugal ktnd^ 
At harvest<homo os'd to unbend the mind 
With festal sports; those sports, that bade them bear, 
With cheerfia hopes, tho labours of the year. 
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Their wives tad childfen shared thnr bo«r« of iiurt]i» 
yfho sbar'd their toils ; when to the goddess Earth ' 
OrstefttI they sacrific'd a teening swine. 
And poor'd the ailkf bowl at SyWan*s shrine. 
Then to the Genius of their fleetinf hoors. 
Mindful, of liie*s short date, they offer*d wine and 
^ flowers. 

Here, in alternate terser with rustic jest 
The clowns their awkward railtery expressed. 
And as the year brought round the jovial day, 
Freely they sported, innocently gay. 
Till cruel wit was tum'd to op«i rage. 
And dar*d the noblest families eagi^. 
Wh^n some, who by its tooth envenom'd bled, 
Coroplain'd aloud, and others, struck with drea4. 
Though yet untoucb'd, as in a public cause, 
Implor'd the just protet^tion of the laws. 
Which from injnrious libels wisely guard 
Our neighbour's fame; and now ^e prudent bard, 
Whom the just terrors of the lash restrain. 
To pleasure and instructioh turns his vein. 

When conquer'd Oreece brought in her caj^ve 
arts, 
She triuraph'd o'er her savage conquerors' hearti; 
Taught our rough verse its numbers to refine. 
And our rude style with elegance to shine. 
And yet some traces of this rustic vein 
For a long age remain'd, and still remain. 
For it was late before our bards inqwr'd 
How the dramatic Muse her Greeks inspired; 
How iEschylus and Thespis form'd the stage. 
And what improv'd the Sophoclean page. 
Then to their favourite pieces we applied. 
Proud to translate, nor unsuccessful tried; 
For, ardent and sublime our native vmn. 
It breathes the spirit of the tragic scene. 
And dares successful ; but the Roman Muse 
Disdains, or fears, the painful file to use. 

Because the comic poet forms his plays 
On common life, they seem a work of ease; 
But, if be less indulgence must expect, 
Sure he should labour to be more correct. 
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Even Flaatns ill sostains » lover** part, 
A frugal sire'f, or wilj paBdel^'s art. 
Dossennas sHp-shod shamMea o'er the toene. 
Buffoons, with huogrj jests, his constant train ; 
For gold was all iheir aim, and then the play 
liight stand or fall— indifferent were they. 

He, who on Glory's airy chariot tries 
To mount the stage, full often lives and dies. 
A cold spectator chills the bard to death. 
But one warm look recalls his fleeting breath. 
Such light, such trivial things depress or raise 
A soul that feels this avarice of praise. 

Farewell the stage ^ for humbly I disclaim 
Such fond pursuits of pleasure, or of fame. 
If I must sink in shame, or swell with pride, 
As the gay palm is granted, or denied : 
And sure the bard, though resolutely bold, 
Must quit the stage, or tremble to behold 
The little vulgar of the clamorous pit. 
Though void of honour, virtue, sense, or wit. 
When his most iDterestlng scenes appear. 
Call for a priae-fight, or » baited bear ; 
And should the knights forbid their dear delight. 
They rise tUoiultnous, and prepare for fight. 

But even oui^ knights from wit and genius fly 
To pageant shows, that charm the wandering eye. 
Drawn are the scenes, and lo ! for many an hour 
Wide o'er the stage the flying squadrons pour. 
Then kings in chains confess Hie fate of war. 
And weeping queens attend the victor's car. 
Chairs, coaches, carts, in rattling rout are roll'd. 
And ships of mighty bulk their sails unfold. 
At last the model of some captive towns, 
Id ivory built, the splendid triamph crowns. 

Sure, if Democritos were yet on earth. 
Whether a beast of miz'd and monstrous birth 
Bid them with gaping admiration gaze, 
Or a^rhrte elephant their wonder raise, 
The crowd would more delight the lauding sage. 
Than all the farce and follies of the stage ; 
To thinks that asses should in judgment' sit. 
In solid deafness, on the works of wit. 
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For whereat Um toIc* m stroag m to cenfbmHl 
The shoots with vbioh'ow theatres rosoand f 
Loud, atk #he« sWfleelath die-losesa shore. 
Or moiMktMiKfiiroets vi«h o tempest roar. 
So loud the yeepleV cries, when they hdMld 
The foreign arts ef huvry mmA geld ; 
And if an actor it bnt richly ckest. 
Their joy Is in repeated daps cxfnest. 
Bttthas hcfpehen? No. Then whence areae 
That loud npplanae? His robe with puiiple glows. 

Thon^ I afctenspt not the dranantic ran»e» 
Let me not seees. malignant^ to refeee 
The praises dne to those, who witit sucoess 
Have tried thia way to fiame ; for I confess, 
He gives • deapcrato trial of his «rt. 
Who with iraagin'd wo«a can wring my heart; 
To pity soeth me, or to anger warm, ^ 
Or with false fears my pairing breast alarm j 
Then, like a sorcerer, my rapt spirit bear 
To Athens, or to Thebes, and fix it there. 

But let the bardn some little care engage. 
Who dare not trnst the rough, contemptuons stage. 
Yet to the reader's judgment would submit, 
If you would offer to the god of wit 
Such volamea as hts best protection claim ; 
Or would yon warm them ia pursiut of fome. 
Bid them the hills of Helicon ascend, 
Where ever>green the flowery lawns extend. 

Yet into sad mbhaps we poets fisil 
(I own the folly's common to us nil) 
When, to present the labours of onr Muse. 
Your hours of businesa or repose we dioo&e; 
When even the manly freedom of onr friend 
Who blame one verse, our tenderness oiends; 
When we, unaskM, some favourite lines repeat. 
Complaining that our toils, how wondrous'great ) 
Are unobserv'd^that snbtilty of theaght, 
That fine-spun thread, with which oar poem^t wroi^ht: 
Or when we hnpe, that, .soon as Csstar knows 
That we can rhimes abundantly compose. 
Our fortune's made ; he shall to court invite 
Onr bashful Mnso, eompeUii^ iu to wjrite. 
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Yet U it tbioe, O Ccsm-, to ia^wire . 
How far thy virtoe caa her prieaU iatpire, 
In peace or war» to siaf ker hero's fiime. 
Nor trust to worthless bards tite sacred theme. 

Dan Choerllas was poeVUmreat OM^e 
By Philip's conqueriof seiu who beemteovs paid 
The gold, oo which his father's inage sMms, 
For mitbegottMt and Huhapen Hoes; 
And yet as ink the spotless hand defiles. 
So our fair fisme a wretched seribUer seiis. 

Tet the same aieBarah* who thos deeriy paid 
For worthloM rhiaoep, a seteeui edict »ade, 
That none but £ifn'd Apelies dare to traee, 
In desperate cokrars. his imperial frae f 
And that Lysippus should presume alone 
To mould great Ammon's son in brass or 8tone\ 
Then take this critic in the arts that Ue « 

Beneath the power and judgment of the eye. 
Take him to books, and poetry, you'll swear. 
This king was born in thick Boeotian air. 

But, never, sir, shall your judi<;ious taste 
By Virgil or by Varius be disgrac'd, 
For to your bounty they shall grateful raise 
A deathless monument of fame and pruse ; 
Nor form'd in brass, with more expression shines 
The hero's face, than in the poet's lines 
His life and manners ; nor would Horace choose 
These low and grovelling numbers, could his Muse 
The rapid progress of your arms pursue; 
Paint distant lands and rivers to the view, 
Up the steep mountain with thy war ascend. 
Storm the proud fort, and bid the nations bend ; 
Or bid fell war's destructive horrors cease. 
And shut up Janus in eternal peace, 
While Parthia bows beneath the Roman name^ 
And yields her glories to our prince's fiune. 

But Caesar's majesty would sure refuse 
The feeble praises of my lowly muse. 
Nor I, with conscious modesty, should dare 
Attempt a subject I want strength to bear; 
For sure a foolish fondness of the heart. 
At least in rhimiog and the Mnie's art, 
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Hartat whom it loves; for quidcly we diacttro. 
With ease remember, and with pleesare leara, 
WfaateVr may ridicule and laughter more, 
KoC what deserves our best esteem and love. 

All such provoking fondneu I disclaim. 
Nor wish to stand exposed to public shame 
In wax-work form*d, with horrible grimace. 
Nor in splay-footed rhimes to show my face: 
Blushing the fulsome presMit to receive. 
And with my author be oondemn'd to live; 
Perhaps, in the same open basket laid, 
Down to the street togedier be conveyed. 
Where pepper, odours, firanktncense are sold. 
And all small wares in wretched rhimes enr^fd. 
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EPISTLE II. 
TO JULIUS FLORUS. 

FLORUS, the friend of Nero, good and brave. 
Suppose a merchant, who would tell a slave. 
Should thus address you, ** Sir, the boj*s complete 
From bead to foot, and elegantly neat; 
He shall be yours for fifty pounds. He plays 
The vassal's part, and at a nod obeys 
His master's wilU-then for the Grecian tongue, 
He has a taste — so pliable and young, 
JUke clay, well teoiper'd with informing skill, 
He may be moulded to what shape you will. 
His notes are artless, but his voice is fin?, 
To entertain you o'er a glass of wine. 
He sinks in credit, who attempts to raise 
His venal wares with over-rating praise. 
To put them off his hands. My wants are none. 
My stock is little, but that stock my own. 
No common dealer, sir, would sell a slave 
On equal terms, nor should another have 
So good a bargain. Guilty of one slip. 
It seems, and foarful of the pendent whip, 
-1 own he loiter'd onee. The money pay ; 
The lad is only apt to run away." 
I think he safely may the sum enjoy : 
Ton knew his failing, and would buy the boy } 
The form was legal, yet you still dispute 
The sale, and plague him with an endless suit. 

I told yon, firankly told yon, ere ydta went, 
That I was grown most strangely indolent, 
No longer fit for oflBces like thciSe, 
Lest my not writing might my friends displease. 
But what avails whatever I can say, 
K you demur against so just a plea? 
Besides, you murmur, that my Muse betrays v 
Tour expectation* in her promised lays. 
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A commoD soldier, 4rbo by various toils 
And perils f ain'd • competence in spoils, 
At night fiitifu'd while he supinely snor'd. 
Lost to a farthing his collected board. 
This rous'd his rage, in vengeance for his pelf. 
Against the fbe, nor less agains^ himself. 
A very ravenons volf, with craving maw. 
With hungry teeth and wide-devouring jaw. 
He cbarg*d with fory, at the folks report, 
Scal'd the high wall, and sack'd a royal Ibrt 
Replete with varioos wealth : for this renovn*d. 
His name is honoured, and his ooorage crew«'d; 
Besides, in money he recmves a meed, 
A sum proportion*d to the gloriMU deed. 

His chief soon after parposing to fiKm 
Another siege, and take a town by stenn^ 
Began to rouse this desperado's fire 
With words that might a coward's heart inspire. 
*' Go, ray brave friend,- where fame and boiumr csl^ 
Oo ; with succeasfnl comt^^e mount the wall« 
And reap fresh honoon with an ample priae:— j 
What stops your course ? " .The rustic shrewd replie* 
" An't please you, captain, let another trudge it ; { 
The man may venture, who has lost his budget." ' 

It chanc'd, at Rome, that I was early taught 
What woe^ to Greece enrag'd Achilles wrought; | 
Indulgent Athens then improv'd my parts, i 

With some small tincture of ingenuous arts. 
Fair trttth from felsehood to discern, and rove 
In search of wbdom through the musefnl grove. 
But lo! the time, destructive to my peace. 
Me rudely ravish*d from that charming place ; 
The rapid tide of civil war a-main 
Swept into arms, unequal to sustain 
The might of Csssar. Dread Philippi's field 
First dipt my wings, and taught my pride to yiel 
My fortune ruin'd, blasted aU my views. 
Bold hunger edg'd, and want inspired raj Muse. 
But say, what dose could purify me. West 
With store sufficient, should I break my reet 
To scribble verse? The waning years apace 
Steal off our thoughts, and rifle every graoe. 
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las ! already have tliej snatch'd awty 
(jr jokea, mj loves, my revellings, and play. 
Eey strive to wrest my poems from me too, 
mmct me then what method to pursue. 
1 short, the race of various men admire 
s various numbers : thee the softer lyre 
cUghts: this man approves the tragio strain ; 
tut joys in Bion's keen, satiric vefn. 
I have three guests invited to a feast, 
. Bd all appear to have a different taste, 
^"hat shall 1 give them? What shall I refuse? 
r>at one dislikes, the other two shall choose, 
ad even the very dish ]^ou like the best, 
aeid or insipid to the rest. 
Besides, at Rome, amidst its toils and cares, 
link you that I can write harmonious airs ? 
le bids me be his bail ; another prays 
^t I would only listen to bis lays, 
^ leave all business; more to raise your wonder, 
^though they live the length of Rome asunder, 
^^ both must be obey'd: and here you see 
'^,ipecial distance — ** But the streets are free, 
,il|d, while you walk with flowing fancy fraught, 
""^ing occurs to disconcert a thought/' 
^(iere furious drives a builder with bis team; 
^ engine there up-heaves the lengthen'd beam, 

Donderous stone ; here justling waggons jar 
^ Bi mournful herses in tumultuous war: 
^ice runs a madding dog with baneful ire: 
^^ce a vile pig, polluted with the mire. 

then, and bustle through the noisy throng, 
'^;bke t^e Muse, and meditate the song, 
■e tribe of writers, to a man, admire 
(peaceful grove, and from the town retire; 
j kits of Bacchus, indolent they doze 
fpjtktith the shade, and court its calm repose. 

r then in noise unceasing tune the lay, 
f05«- read where others hardly find their way? 
genius, who, in Athens* calm retreat, 
i studied hard his seven long years complete, 
^, waxen old in discipline and books, 
toad he comes, with pale and meagre looks ; 
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Dumb as a sti^^ slow he stalks aloag , 
And shakes with lauf hter loud the gasiBg throAg. 
What thftp— ^at Rbme; in this tamnltuous town, 
Toss'd by tiie noisy tempest np and down. 
Can i, diough even the willing Muse inspire. 
Adapt her numbers to the soanding lyre? 

A wight there was, for rhetoric renown'd, 
"Whose brother was a lawyer most profound; 
In mutual praise all honours were their own. 
And this a Of acchus, that a Mucins shene. 
What milder phrensy goads the rhiraing train ? 
Mine is the lyre; in elegiac strain 
He sooths the soul. A wondrous work is mine ! 
And his — was surely polish'd* by the Nine ! 

With what an air of true poetic pride 
And high disdain, we view from side to side 
Apollo's temple, as if we ourselves* 
And none but we. should fill the vacant shelves ! 
T|ien follow further, if your time perasits. 
And fit a distance hear thase migh^ wits ; 
How far entitled to this mutual praise. 
Which freely gives, and arrogates the bays. 
Like gladiators, who, by eandle>light, 
Prolong the ccunbat, for with fcrils they ftgLt, 
Willi mimie rage we rush upon t^e foe. 
Wounded we wound, and measure blow for blow. 
Alcaeas 1 in his opinion shine. 
He soars a new Callimadius in mine; 
Or if Mironerrous be his nobler fome. 
He struts and glories in the darling name. 

Much. I endur'd, when writing I woold bribe 
The public voice, and sooth the fretful tr^ 
Of rival poets. Kow my rhiming heat 
Is cool'd, and reason re-assumes her seat, 
I boldly bar mine ears against the breed 
Of babbling bards, who without mercy read. 

Bad poets ever are a standing jest: 
But they rejoice, and, in their folly blest. 
Admire themselves; nay, thouj^ you silent sit. 
They bless themselves in wonder at their wit. 
But he who stndies masterly to frame 
A finisli'd piece, and build an honeu fome, 
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Acts to hiiBself the friendij critic's part. 
And proves bis genius by the rules of art; 
Boldly blots out whatever seens obscnrey 
Or ligbtly mean, unworthy to procure 
Immortal honour, though the words give way 
VTith warm reluctance, and by force obey ; 
Though yet enshrin'd within Ms desk they stand. 
And claim a sanction ^om his parent hand. 

As from the treasure of a latent mine, 
liong darkened words be shall with art refine; 
Bring ioto light, to dignify his page. 
The nervous language of a former age, 
TJs'd by the Catoes, and Cethegus old, 
Tho* now deformM with dust, and cover'd o*er with 
mould. 

17ew words he shall endeniaen, which uae 
Shall authorise, and currently produce; 
Then, brightly smooth, and yet sublimely strong, 
Like a pure river, through his flowing song 
Shall pour the riches of his foncy wide, 
And bless his Latium with a vocal tide; 
Prone the luxuriant phrase; the rude refine. 
Or blot the languid and un^inew*d line. 
Yet hard he labours for this seeming ease ; 
As art, not nature, makes our dancers please. 
A stupid scribbler let me rather seem, 
Wliile of my faults with dear delight I deem. 
Or not perceive, than sing no mortal strain. 
And bear this toil, this torture of tbe brain. 

At Argos liv'd a citizen, well known, 
Wlio long imagined that he heard the tone 
Of deep tragedians on an empty stage, 
And sat applauding in ecstatic rage : 
In other points, a person who ntaintain'd 
A due decorum, and a life unstained, . 
A worthy neighbour, and a friend sincere. 
Kind to his wife, nor to bis slaves severe. 
If or prone to madness^ though the felon's fork 
Defac'd the signet of a bottle-cork ; 
And wise to shun (well knowing which was whtcb) 
The rock high pendent, and the yawning diteb. 
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He, vhen his firiends, tt much expense and paing^ 
Had amply parg'd with hellebore his brains. 
Come to himself--" Ah ! rmel friends ! " be criei^ 
" Is this to save nie? Better far have died, 
Tlian Uras be robb*d of pleasure so refin*d. 
The dear delusion of a raptuKd mind." 

'Tis wisdomH part to bid adieu to toys. 
And yield amusements to the taste of boys, 
Kot the soft sound of empty words admire. 
Or model measures to the Roman lyre. 
But learn such strains and rhapsodies, as n^ 
Tuneful through life, and harmonise the soul. 

Thus, when alone, I commune with my heart. 
And silent meditate this nobler art; 
If no repletion from the limpid stream 
AUay'd the burnings of your thirsty flame, 
You straight would tell the doctor your distress. 
And is there none to whom yon dare confess, 
Hiat, in proportion to your growing store, 
Yonr lust of lucre is inflam'd the more ? 
If you were wounded, and your wound imbibM 
Ko sootliing ease firom roots or herbs prescrib'd, 
Tou would avoid such medicines, be sure. 
As roots and herbs, that could'effect no c«re. 

But you have beard, that folly flies apace 
From him, whom heaven has gifted wiUi the gnce 
Of happy wealth ; and though you have aspir'd 
Not more to wisdom, since you first acqoir'd 
A fund, yet will you listen to no rule 
But that from Fortune's insufficient school ? 
Could riches add but prude&ce to yonr years. 
Restrain your wishes, and abate yonr fears. 
You then might blush with reason, if you knew ^ 
One man on earth more covetous Aan you. 

If that be yours, for which you feirly told 
The price concluded (and as lawyers hold. 
In some things use a property secures). 
The land, which fieeds you, must of course b 

yours. 
Tour neighbour's bailiff, who manures the fields^ 
And sows ^e corn which your provisioii yields. 
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rinds in affect, that he is but your slave: 
Too give your coin, and in return receive 
Fowls, eggs, and wine: and thus it will be found, 
That you have bought insensibly the ground. 
The fee of which to purchasers before. 
Perhaps, had been two thousand pounds, or more • 
Por what avails it in a life well past, ' 

At first to pay the purchase, or at last? 
The frugal man, who purchas'd two estates. 
Yet buys the pot>herbs, which his worship eats. 
Though h^ thinks not : this tyrant of the soil 
Buys the mere wood, which makes his kettle boil; 
AM yet he calls that length of land his own. 
From which the poplar, fix'd to limits known, 
• Cuts off disputes, as if he had the power 
Of that, which in the moment of an hour 
By favour, purchase, force, or fete's commands. 
May change its lord, and fall to other hands. 

Since thus no mortal properly can have 
A lasUug tenure; fcnd, as wave o'er wave. 
Heir comes o*er heir, what pleasure can afford 
Thy peopled manors, and increasing hoard? 
Or what avails it, that your fancy rovea 
To join Lucanian to Calabrian groves, 
Inflexible to gold if rigid Fate 
Mows down, at once, the little and the great? 

Gems, marble, ivory, vases sculptur'd high, 
Platp, pictures, robes that drink the Tynan dye, 
These are the general wish; yet sure there are. 
Who neither have, nor think them worth their care. 

Sauntering, perfumes, and baths, one brother loves 
Beyond the wealth of Herod's palmy groves ; 
Though rich the other, yet with ceaseless toil. 
Anxious he bums, ploughs, tames the stubborn soU. 
But whence these various inclinations rose, 
The God of human nature only knows: 
That mystic genius, which our actions guides. 
Attends our stars, and o'er our lives presides; 
Whose power appears, propitious, or malign, 
Stamp!d on each face, and varied through each line. 

Be mine, my little fortune to enjoy; 
A moderate pittance on myself employ, 
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„Kor fear th« censure of my thankless h^r. 
That I hare left too little to his share ; 
And jet the wide distinction would I scan 
Between an open, hospitable man. 
And prodigal ; the frugalist secure, 
And miser |nnchM with penury; for sure 
It differs, whether you profusely spend 
Tour wealth, or never entertain a Mend ; 
Or, wanting prudence, like a play-day boy 
Blindly rush on, to catch the flying joy. 
Avert, ye gods, avert the loathsome load 
Of want inglorious, and a vile abode. 
To me are equal, so they bear their charge. 
The little pinnace, and the lofty barge. 
Kdr am I wafted by the swelling gales 
Of winds propitious, with expanded sails, 
Nor yet expos'd to tsmpest>bearing strife. 
Adrift to struggle through the waves of life. 
Last of the first, first of the last in w^gbt. 
Parts, vigour, person, virtue, birth, estate. 

Tou are not covetous : be satbfied. 
But are yon tainted with no vice beside? 
From vain ambiti<m, dread of death's decree, 
AikI fell resentment, is thy bosom free? 
Say, .can you laugh indignant at the schemes 
Of magic torors, visionary dreams. 
Portentous wondors, witching imps of bell, 
The nightly gobKn, and enchanting spell f 
Can yon reconnt with gratitude and mirth 
The day revolv'd, that gave thy being birth f 
Indulge, the failings of thy friends, and grow 
More mild and virtuous, at thy seasons flow? 

Pluck out one thorn to mitigate thy pain, 
What boots it, while so many more remain ? 
Or act with just propriety your part. 
Or yield to those of elegance and art. 
Already glutted with a fitree of age, 
*Tis time for thee to quit the wanton stage, 
I^t youth, more decent in their fioUies, scoff 
The nauseous scene, and hiss thee reeling off. 
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SUPPOSE a painter to a human bead 
Should join a horse's necic, and wildly spread 
The various plumage of the feather'd kind 
0*er limbs of different beasts, absurdly join'd ; 
Or if he gave to view a beauteous maid 
Above the waist with every charm arrayM, 
Should a fouF fish her lower parts enfold, 
Would you not laugh such pictures to behold ? 
Such is the book, that, like a sick man's dreams. 
Varies ^1 shapes, and mixes all extremes. 

** Paintem and poets our indulgence claim, 
Their daring equal, and their art the same.'* 
I own tli'4ndulgence— Such I give and take ; 
But not through nature's- sacred rales to break, 
Monstrous to -mix the cruel and the kind, 
Serpents with birds, and lambs with tigers join'd. 

Tour opening promises some great design. 
And shreds of purple with broad lustre shine 
Sew'd on your poem. Here in labour'd strain 
A sacred grove, or fair Diana's fane. 
Rises to view; there through delicious meada 
A murmuring stream its winding water leads ; 
Here pours the rapid Rhine ; the watry bow 
There bends its colours, and with pride they glow. 
Beauties they are, but beauties out of place; 
For though your talent be to paint with grace 
A mournful cypress, would you pour its shade 
O'er the tempestuous deep, if you were paid 
To paint a sailor, 'midst the winds and waves. 
When on a broken plank his life he saves ? 

Why will you thus a mighty vase intend. 
If in a worthiest bowl your labours end? 
Qi 
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Then learn this wandering humour to contronl. 
And keep one equal teaour through the whol«. 

But oft, our greatest errors take their rise 
From our best views, i- strive to be concise ; 
I prove obscure. My strength, mj fire decays. 
When in pursuit of elegance and ease. 
Aimii^ at greatness, some to fustian soar ; 
Some in cold safety creep along the shore. 
Too much afraid ofstormai; while he, who tries 
With ever-varying wonders to surprise. 
In the broad forest bids his dol[^iins play. 
And paints his boars disporting in the sea. 
'Xlius, injudicious, while one fisult we shun. 
Into its opposite extreme we run. 

One happier artist of th' JEmilian square, 
Who graves the nails, and forms the tewtag hair, 
, Though he excels in every separate part, 
Tet fails of just perfection in his art. 
In one grand whole unknowing to unite 
Those di£Ferent parts; and I no more would write 
Like him, than with a nase of hideous siae 
Be gas*d at for the finest hair and eyes. 

Examine well, ye writers, weigh with erne, 
What suits your genius ; what your strength can bear. 
To him, who shall his theme with judgment choose. 
Nor woHTds nor method shall their aid refuse. 
In this, or I mistake, consists the grace. 
And force of method, to assign a (rtaee 
For what with present judgment we should say» 
And for sone'^happier time the rest delay. 

Would you to Fame a piwnis'd work produce. 
Be delicate and cautious in the use 
And choice of words: aor ahall you &il of praiao. 
When nieely jointly two known words you raiao 
A third unknown. A new-discoirer^d theme 
For those, unheard in andeat times, may claia» 
A just and ample licence, which, if U8*d 
With fair discretion, never is refua'd. 

Kew words, and lately made, shall credit daia^ 
If from a Grecian source they gently stream ; 
For Virgil, sure, and Yarios may receivo 
llkat kind indulgence whicb the Rtmant gave 
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To Plaatns and CaBcilitts: or sbaJl I 

Be «nvied» if mj little fund supply 

Its frugal wealth of worda, since hmr69, who sung 

In ancient dsys, enrich'd their native tongne 

With large increase ? An undisputed power 

Of coining money from tlic nigged ore, 

Kor less of coining words, is still confest. 

If with a legal puUic stamp imprest. 

As when the forest, with the bending year, 
Furst sheds the leaves which earliest appear. 
So an old age of words maturely dies. 
Others new-bom in yonth and vigour rise. 

We and our noblest works to Fate must yield ; 
Bven Caesar's mole, which royal pride might bnild* 
Where Neptune far into the land extends. 
And from the raging North cur fleets defends; 
That barren marsh, whose cultivated plain 
Now gives the neighbouring towns its various grun ; 
Tiber, who, taught a better current, yields 
To Caesar's power, nor deluges onr fields; 
All these must perish, and shall words presume 
To hold their liononrs, and immortal bloom? 
Many shall rise, that now forgotten lie ; 
Others, in present credit, soon shall die. 
If custom will, whose arbitrary sway. 
Words, and the forms of language, most obey. 

By Homer taught the modem poet sings. 
In epic strains, of heroes, wars, and kings. 
Uneqoal meaanrea first were tun'd to flow 
Sadly expressive of the lover^ woe; 
But now, to gayer subjects fonn*d, they aK>v« 
In sounds of pleasure, to the joys of love: 
By whom invented, critics yet contend. 
And of their vatn disputings find no end. 

Arehiloehus, with fierce resentment wam'd. 
Was with his own severe iambics ann'd. 
Whose rapid numbers, snited to the stage. 
In comic bmnonr, or in tragic rage. 
With sweet variety were found to please. 
And taught the dialogue to flow with ease; 
Their nmneroas cadence was for action fit. 
And fbms'd to quell the clattoim of the Pit. 
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The Mose to nobler snbjects tones ber lyre; 
Oods, and the sons of gods, her song inspire. 
Wrestler and steed, who gain'd th' Olympic prise; 
Love's pleasing cares, and wine's unbounded joys. 
But if, through weakness, or my want of art, 
I can't to every different style impart 
The proper strokes and colours it may claim, 
"Why am I honour'd with a Poet's name? 
Absurdly modest, why my fault discern, 
Tet rather buast in ignorance than learn ? 
Kor will the genius of the comic Muae 
Sublimer tones, or tragic numbers, use ; 
Nor will the direful Thyestean feast 
Id comif phrase and language be debas'd. 
Then let your style be suited to the scene^ 
And its peculiar character maintainr 

Yet Comedy sometimes her voice may raise. 
And' angry Chremes rail in swelling phrase: 
As oft the tragic language humbly (lows,— 
For Telephus or Peleus, 'midst the woes 
Of poverty or exile, must complain 
In prose-like style j must quit the swelling strain. 
And words gigantic, if with nature's art 
They hope to touch their melting bearer's heart. 

'Tis not enough, ye writers, that ye charm 
"With eaie and elegance ; a play should warm 
With soft concernment; should possess the soul. 
And, as it wills, the listening crowd controul. 

With them, who laugh, our social joy appears; 
With them, who mourn, we sympathise in tears: 
If you would have me weep, begin the strain. 
Then I shall feel your sorrows, fisel your pain ; 
But if your heroes act not what they say, 
I sleep or laugh the lifeless scene away. 

The varying fisce should every passion sbofw. 
And words of sorrow wear the look of woe; 
Let it in joy assume a vivid air; 
Fierce when in rage ; in seriousness severe : 
For Nature to each change of fortune forms 
The secret soul, and all its passions warms; 
Transports to rage, dilates the heart with mirth. 
Wrings, the sad soul, ajui beads it down to ear^* 

Digitized by Google 



THE ART OsP POETRY. S40 

The tongoe these Tuioiu movements must express : 
But, if UUaited to the deep distress 
His Ungutge prove, the sons of Rome engage 
To langh th' unhappj actor off the stage. 

Your style should an important difference make 
When heroes, gods, or awfuL sages speak : 
When florid youth, whom gay desires inflame; 
A busy servant, or a wealthy dame; 
A merchant wandering with incessant toil. 
Or he who cultivates the verdant soil : 
But if in foreign realms jqu fix your scene. 
Their genius, customs, dialects maintain. 

Or follow fame, or in th' invented tale 
liet seeming, well-united truth prevail: 
If Homer's great Achilles tread the stage. 
Intrepid, fierce, of unforgiving rage, 
like Homer's hero, let him spuili all laws. 
And by the sword alone assert his cause. 
With untam'd fury let Medea glow, 
And Ino's tears in ceas^ess angubh flow. 
From realm to realm her griefo let lo bear. 
And sad Orestes rave in deep despair. 
But if you venture on an untried theme. 
And form a person yet -unknown to fame, - 
Trom his first entrance to the closing scene 
Let him one equal character maintain. 

'Tis bard a new*form'd i»ble to express. 
And make it seem your own. With more soccees 
You may firoro Homer take 'the tale of Troy, 
Than on an untried plot your strength employ. 
Yet would you make a common theme your own, 
Dwell not on incidents already known; 
Hot word for word translate with painful care, 
Kor be confin'd in such a narrow sphere. 
From whence (while you should only imitate) 
Shame and the rules forbid you to retreat. 

Begin your work with modest grace and plain, 
Vor like the bard of everlasting strain, 
'* I sing the glorious war, and Priam's fate—" 
How will the boaster hold this yawning rate? 
The mountains labour'd with prodigious throei. 
And 1»I » moiise ridicttlGas.aroM* 
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Ftf better 1mi» wbo iie*er ftttemiits in vaia ; 

Opening hia poem in this humble strain, 

•* Muse, sing the raaa» who, after Troy 8Qbda*d» 

Manners and towns of varioos nttioiis viewed." - 

He dees not lavish at a Uase his fire. 

Sadden to glare* and in a smoke expire; 

But rises from a ckmd of smoke to Ugh^ 

And pours his speoious miraclea to sight; 

Antiphates Ins hideous feast devours, 

Charybdis barks, and PolypbeoHM roars. 

He would not, like our modem poet, dat« 
His hero's wanderings from his uncle's fiite ; 
Kor sing ill4ated Ilium's various woes. 
From Helen's birth, from whom the war arose; 
But to the grand event he speeds his «oune. 
And bears his rcadera with resistless force 
Into the midst of things, vrhile every line 
Opens, by just degrees, his whole design. 
Artfial he knows each circumstance to leave. 
Which will not grace and ornament receive; 
Then truth and fiction with such skill he blends. 
That equal be begins, proeeeds, and encb. 

Mine and the public judgment are the same ; 
Then bear what I and what your audience daim : 
If you would keep us till the curtain fisll. 
And the last chorus for a plaudit call. 
The manner must your strictest care engage. 
The levities of yeirth and strength of age. 
The child, who now with firmer fsodng walks. 
And with unfoltering, weU-form'd accents talks. 
Loves chUdish sports; with causeless anger bum, 
Ansl idly pleas'd with every moment turns. 

The youth, whose wiU no firoward tutor bmuMls* 
Joys in the sunny field, his horse add hounds $ 
Yielding like wax, tfa'smpressive folly bean ; 
Rough to reproof, and slow to future cares; 
Profuse and vain ; with every passion wam'd. 
And swift to leave what late his fancy cham'd. 

^th strength improved, the manly spirit bends 
To different aims. In sear«^ of wealth and fHexnis; 
Bold and ambitious in pursuit of fome. 
And wisely csutioM In the doubtful schems* 
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A thousand ills the aged world «irr»tt&d, 
Anxious in search of wealth, and, when 'tis found* 
fearful to use what they with fear possess^ 
While doubt and dread their iaeultiee depress. 
Fond of delay, they tmst in hope no more, 
listless, and fearful of th' ap|MPoadMng hour; 
If orose, complaininf , and with tedioos praise 
Talkhig the manners of their yonthfiil days; 
Severe to censure; earnest to adi^se. 
And with old saws th* present age chastise. ^ 

The blessings flowing in with life's feU tide, 
Down with our ebb of life decreasing glide ; 
Then let not youth, or infancy, engage 
To play the parts of manhood, or of age; 
For, where the proper characters prevail. 
We dwell with pleasure on the well-wrooght tale. 

The business of the drama moat appear 
In action or description. What we hear, 
With weaker passion will affect die heart, 
Than when the faithful eye beholds the part. 
But yet let nothing on the stage be brought. 
Which better should behind the scenes be wrought; 
VoT force th' unwiUing ami^eaee to bdaold ] 

What may with grace and eloquenee be told. 
Let not Jfedea, with unnatural rage. 
Slaughter her mangled infenta on the atage; 
Nor Atreus his neferiona feast prepare. 
Nor Cadmus roll a snake^ nor Progne wing the air : 
For, while upon such monstrans soenea we gaae. 
They shock our fiutb, our indignation raise. 

If you would have your play deserve soceosa. 
Give it five acts complete; nor move, aor toes; 
Kor let a god in person stand display'd. 
Unless the labouring plot deserve hia aid ; 
VoT a. fourth actor on the crowded seene, 
A broken, tedioua dialogue maintain. 

The chorus must support an actor's part; . 
Defend the virtuous, and advise with art; 
GovetB the cholerfe, the prood appease, 
And the short fieasu of inigal tablea praiae ; 
Applaud the justice of weU*govcrn'd sfcalea. 
And Peace triumphant with her open gatae. 
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Eatrasted secr^ let tiiem ne'er iXetrey, 
Bat to the righteovs gods with ftrdour pray» 
That fortune ^th retamii^ amiles may bleae 
Afflicted mirth, and impioot pride defn^ss; 
Tet let their songs with apt coheroiee join^ 
Promote the plot, and aid the mahi design. 

Kor was the flute at first with silver bound. 
Nor riyal'd emulous the trumpet's sound : 
Few were its notes, its form was simply piun, 
Tet not unus^nl was its feeble strain 
To aid the'chorus, and their songs to raise. 
Filling the little theatre with ease. 
To which a thin and pious andience came. 
Of frugal manners and unsullied fame. 

But when Tictorious ftome enlaig'd her state. 
And broader walls inclos'd th' imperial seat. 
Soon as with wine grown dissolutely gay 
Without restraint she dieer'd the festal d^. 
Then Poesy in looser numbers mov'd. 
And Music in licentious tones iroprov'd: 
Such ever is the taste, when down and wit. 
Rustic and critic, fill the crowded pit; 

He, who before with modest art had play'd, 
Now call'd in wanton movements to his aid, 
FiU'd with luxurious tones the pleasing strain. 
And direw along tke stage a length of train ; 
And thus the lyre, once awfully severe, 
Increa^d its strings, and sweeter charm 'd the ear ; 
Thus Poetry precipitately flow'd, 
. And with unwonted elocution glow'd ; 
Pour'd forth prophetic truths in awful strain. 
Dark as the language of the Delphic fane. 

The tragic bard, who, for a worthless prise. 
Bid naked sa^rs in his chorus rise, ' 
Though rude his mirth, yet labour'd to maintain 
The solemn grandeur of the tragic scene; 
For novelty alone, he knew, could charm 
A lawless crowd, with wine and feasting warm. 

And jret this laughing,- prating trU»e may rmam 
Our mirth, nor shaU their pleasantry displesttei 
But let the hero, or the power dhrine. 
Whom late we saw with gold and purple shia% . 
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Stoop not ia vulgar phrase, nor yet despise 
The words of earth, and soar into the skies. 
Por as a matron, on our festal days 
Oblig'd to dance, with modest grace obeys. 
So should the Muse her dignity maintain 
Amidst the satyrs and tiieir wanton train. 
«^ If e'er I write, no words too grossly vile 
Shall shame my satyrs, and pollute my style. 
Kor would I yet the tragic style forsake 
So far, as not some difference to make 
Between a slave, or wench, too pertly bold. 
Who wipes the miser of his darling gold. 
And grave Silenns, with instructive nod 
Giving wise lectures to his pupil god. 

From well-known tales such fictions would I raise 
As ail might hope to imitate with ease; 
Yet while they strive the same success to gain. 
Should find their labour and their hopes are vain: 
Such grace can order and connexion give ; 
Such beauties common subjects may receive. 

Let not the wood-born satyr fondly sport 
With amorous verses, as if bred «t court ; 
Nor yet with wanton jests, in mirthful vein. 
Debase the language, and pollute the scene; 
For what the crowd with lavish rapture praise. 
In better judges cold contempt shall raise. 

Rome to her poets too much licence gives, 
Kor the rough cadence of their verse perceives; 
But shall I then with careless spirit write i 
Ko— let me think my faults shaU rise to light. 
And then a kind indulgence will excuse 
The less imporUnt errors of the Muse. 
Thus, though perhaps I may not merit fume, 
I stand secure from censure and from shame. 

Make the Greek authors your supreme delight; 
JRetid them by day, and study them by night. — 
" And yet our sires with joy could Piautus hear; 
'* Gay were his jests, his numbers charm'd their ear.*' 
Let me not say too lavishly they prais'd ; 
But sure their judgment was full cheaply pleas'd. 
If -you or I, with taste are haply blest. 
To know a dowush from a courtly jestj 
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If tUlfnl to akoara, wbea form'd with MM 
The modolated aoonils are taught to please. 

ThetpU* imrenfeor of the tn^ic ait» 
Carried hit vagraat pla jers in a cart : 
Ifigh o'er the crowd the minie tribe appeared. 
And pUj'd and siinf^ with lees of wine be8mear*d« 
Then Aschylns a decent visud us'd ; 
Built a IjBif state ; the towing robe diffused. 
In language more sublioiie bis actors rage. 
And in the graceful buskin tread tiie stage. 
And now the ancient Comedy appeared. 
Nor without pleasure and applause was heard: 
But soon, its fireedem rising to excess. 
The laws were forc*d its boldness to suppress. 
And, when no longer licensed to defame. 
It sunk to silence with contempt and shame. 

No path to fame our poets left untried ; 
Kor small their merit, when with consdons pride 
They scom'd to take firom Green tiie storied themes 
And dar*d to sing ^eir own domestic fame. 
With Roman heroes fill the tragic scene. 
Or sport with humour in the comic vein. 
Kor had the mistress of the world appear*d' 
More fiun*d for conquest, than for wit revered. 
Did we not hate the necessary toil 
Of slow correction, and the painful fite. 

Illustrious youtl», mith just a>ntempt receive, 
Nor let Ae hardy poem hope to lire 
Where time and foil cMrection don't reine 
The finish'd work, uad polish every line. 
Because Democritus in rapture cries, 
*' Poems of genius always bear the priae 
From wretched works of art," and thinks ftat none 
But brain>sick bards can taste of Helicon ; 
So far his doctrine o'er the tribe pr^indls. 
They neither shave their heads, nor pars th^ naiU; 
To dark retreats and solitude they ran. 
The baths avoid, and public converse shun; 
The poet's faoke and fortune sure to gain. 
If long their beards, incurable their brain. 

Ah ! luckless I ! who purge in spring my sptoeSf^ 
Else sure the fint of bwdt had Homoe been* 
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But shall I then, in mad ponoit of fiunei 
Resign my reason for a poe^s name? 
No; let me sharpen others, as the hone 
Gives edge to razors, though itself hm Bone. 
Let me the poet's worth and office show. 
And whence his true poetic riches flow ; 
What forms his genius, and improves his vein ; 
What well-or ill becomes each diflerent scene; 
How high the knowledge of his art ascends. 
And to what faults his ignorance extends. 

Good sense, that fountain of the Muse's art. 
Let the strong page of Socrates impart. 
And if the mind with clear conceptions glow^ 
The willing words in just expressions flow. 

The poet, who with nice discernment knows 
What to his country and his Mends he owes; 
How various nature warms the human breast^ 
To love the parent, brother, friend, or gaest; 
What the great offices of judges are. 
Of senators, of generals sent to war; 
He surely knows, with nice, well-judging art. 
The strokes peculiar to each different part. 

Keep nature's great original in view. 
And thence the living images pursue ; 
For when the sentiments and dietlon please^ 
And all the charactiers are wrought with ease. 
Tour pUiy, though void of beauty, force, and art, 
More strongly shall delight, and warm the heart. 
Than where a lifeless pomp of verse appears. 
And with sonorous trifles charms our ears. 

To her lov'd Greeks the Muse indulgent gavs. 
To her lov'd Greeks, with greatness to conceive. 
And in sublimer tone their language rais«— 
Her Greeks were only covetous of praise* 
Our youth, proficientaf in a nobler Mt, 
Divide a ftithing to the hundredth part; 
Well done! my boy, the joyful fetber eries. 
Addition and subtractioB make us wise. 

But when the rust of wealth pollutes the soul. 
And money 'd cares the genius tiins controul. 
How shall we dare to hope, that distant times 
With honour should preserve oar lifelsit t h\mmf 
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Poeto would profit or delight mankind. 
And with the (Aeasing have th' instructive joiQ*d. 
Short be the precept, which with ease is gain'd 
Bj docile minds, and fti^fblly retain*d. 
If in dull length yoar moral is exprest. 
The tedious wisdom overflows die breast. 
Would yon divert ? die probable maintain, 
Kor force us to believe the monstrous scene. 
That shows a child, by a fell witch devour'd, 
Dragg'd from her entrails, and to life restored. 

Grave age approves the solid and the wise ; 
Oay youth from too austere a drama flies: 
Profit and pleasure, then, to mix with art. 
To inform the judgment, nor offend the heart. 
Shall gun all votes; to twoksellers shall raise 
Ko trivial fortune, and across the seas 
To distant nations spread the writer's fame. 
And with immortal honours crown h^ name. 

Tet there are iaulti Uiat we may welf excuse. 
For oft the strings th* intended sound refuse; 
In vain hb tuneful hand the master tries. 
He asks a flat, and hears a sharp arise ; 
Kor always will the bow, though f«m*d for art. 
With speed unerring wing the tiireatening dart. 

But whnre the beauties more in. number shine, 
I am not angry when a casual line 
(That with some trivial faults unequal flows) 
A careless hand, or human frailty, show^. 
But as we ne'er those scribes with mercy treat. 
Who, though advis'd, the same mutakes repeat ; 
Or, as we laugh at him who constant brings 
The same rude discord from the jarring strings ; 
So, if strange chance a Cbomlus inspire 
With some good lines, I laugh while I admire; 
Tet hold it for a fault I can't excuse. 
If honest Homer slumber o'er his Muse ; 
Although, perhaps, a kind indulgent sleep 
O'er works of length allowably may creep. 

PjOmns like pictures are: some charm when nigh. 
Others at distance more delight your eye ; 
That loves the shade, this tempts a stronger light. 
And challenges the critic^ piercing sighl: 
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That gives us pleasure for a single view; 
Aud this, ten times repeated, still is new. 

Although your father's precepts form your yontb. 
And add experience to your taste of truth, 
Of this one maxim, Piso, be assur'd. 
In certain things a medium is endur'd. 
Who tries Messala's eloquence in vain, 
Kor can a knotty point of law explain 
Like learn'd Cascellius, yet may justly claim. 
For pleading pr advice, some right to fame; 
But God, and man, and lettered post denies 
That poets ever are of middling size. 
As jarring music at a jovial feast. 
Or muddy essence, or th*angrateful taste 
Of bitter honey, shall the guests displease, 
^ Because they want not luxuries like these ; 
So poems, form'd alone to yield delight. 
Give deep disgust, or pleasure, to the height. 

The man, who knows not how with art to wield 
The sportive weapons of the martial field, 
The bounding Ball, round quoit, or whirling troque. 
Will not the laughter of the crowd provoke: 
But every desperate blockhead dares to write- 
Why not? Hb fortune's large to make a knight; 
The man's free-born ; perhaps, of gentle strain ; 
His character and manners pure from stain. 

But thou, dear Piso, never tempt the Muse, 
If wisdom's goddess shall her aid refuse; 
Aud when you write, let candid Metius hear. 
Or try your labours on your father's ear. 
Or even on mine; but let them not come forth 
TSU the ninth ripening year mature their worth. 
You may correct what in your closet lies : 
If publisli'd, it irrevocably flies. 

The wood4>om race of men when Orpheus um*d, 
From acorns and from mutual blood reclaim'd, 
Tliis priest divine was fabled to assuage 
The tiger's fierceness, and the lion's rage. 
Thus rose the Tbeban wall; Amphion's lyre 
And soothing voice the listening stones inspire. 
Poetic wisdom mark'd, with happy mean. 
Public and private; sacred and profane; 
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The wapderipgjoys of lawlou love supprea^rf • 
VTith equal riles the wedded coeple bles»*d: 
Fieaa'd fatwre towns, and institoted laws : 
So verse became diriae, and poets gainM applame. 

Homer, Tjrtanis, by the Mase inspir'd. 
To deeds of arms tiie martial Sfmic fir^d. 
In verse the oracles diTint were beard. 
And nature's seeret laws in verse declared ; 
Ifonarcbs were courted m Pierian strain. 
And comic sports reliev'd the wearied swain ; 
Apollo sings, the Mnsea tone the lyre; 
Then blosh not ibr an art which they inspire. 

Tis lont^dispnted, wbedter poets claim 
From art or natare their best right to fisme; 
But art, if not enridi'd by nature's vein. 
And a rude genius of nncultur'd strain. 
Are useless both ; bnt» when in friendship jmn'd, 
A mutual saeeonr in each oAer find. 

A youth, who hopes lh*01ym|Hc pripe to gun. 
All arts must try, and every toil sustain ; 
Th'extremes of heat and cold mast often prove. 
And shun the weakening joys of wine and love. 
Who sings the Pythic song, first leam'd to raise 
Each note distinct, and a stem master i^ease ; 
But now— '^ Since I can write the true sublime. 
Curse catch the hindmost!" cries the man of rhimr . 
'* What 1 in a science own myself a fool. 
Because, forsooUi, I leam'd it not by role i** 

As artftU criers, at a public fair. 
Gather the passing crowd to buy their ware; 
So wealthy poets, when they deign to writer 
To all clear gains thni^ flatterers invite. 
But if the feast of luxury they give. 
Bail a poor wretch, or fipom distress relieve, 
Wikea the black fangs of law around him bend. 
How shall they know a flatterer from a fntmd ? 

If e'er you make a present, or propose 
To grant a favoor; while bb bosom glows 
With grateful' sentimsnte of joy and piatae. 
Never, ah ! never let him bear your lays ; 
lioud shall he cry. How eleganti how fine ! 
Turn pale with wonder at mwm happier Knc; 
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j[>istil the leivii d«w from either eye, 
And leap, and beat the ground in ecstasj. 

As hirelings, paid for their funereal tear, 
Outweep the sorrows of a friend sincere. 
So the false raptures of a flatterer's art 
Exceed the praises of an honest heart. 

Monarchs, 'tis said, with many a flowing bowl 
Search through the deep recesses of his soul. 
Whom for their future friendship they design. 
And put him to the torture in his wine; 
So try, whene'er you write, the deep di^ise. 
Beneath whose flattering smiles false Renard lies. 

Read tq Quintilios, and at every line— 
*' Correct this passage, friend, and that refine." 
Tell him, you tried it twice or thrice in vain— 
** Haste to an anvil with your iU-form'd strain. 
Or blot it out." But if you still defend 
The favourite folly, rather than amttad. 
He'll say^o more, no idle toil employ— 
** Yourself unrival'd, and your works, enjoy." 

An honest critic, when dull lines move slow. 
Or harshly rude, will his resentment show; 
Hark every fnilt, and with his pen efface 
What is not polish'd to its highest grace; 
Prune all ambitious ornaments away. 
And teach you on th' obscure to pour the day; 
Will mark the doubtful phrase with hand sevens 
I»ikc Arbtarcbns candid and sincere; 
Nor say, For trifles why should I displease 
The man I love ? for trifles such as these 
To serious mischiefs lead the man I love. 
If once the flatterer's ritticule he prove. 
From a mad poet, whosoe'er is wise. 
As from a leprosy or jaundice, flies; 
Religious madness in its zealous strain, 
Kor the wild phrensy of a moon-stmek brain, 
Are half so dreadful : yet the boys pursue him. 
And fools, unknowing of their danger, view him. 
But, heedless wandering, if our man of rhin^e. 
Bursting with verses of the true sublime, 
Like fowler, earnest at his game, should fall 
Into a well or ditch, and lo«dly call, 
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*' Good fellov-cit&ens and neighbours' dear. 
Help a poor tMrd"— not one of them will hear; 
Or1f, perchance, a saving rope tliey throw, 
I will be there, and—*' Sirs, you do not know 
But he fell in on purpose, and, I doubt. 
Will hardly thank you, if you pull him out.** 

Then will I tell Empedodes's story, 
Who nobly fond of more than mortal glory. 
Fond to be deem'd a god, in madding fit 
Plung*d in cold blood in JBtna's fiery pit. 
Let bardt be lieens'd, then, themselves to kill ; ^ 
*ris murdeir to pr^erve thrax Against their will. 
But more than once this froiiclie hath play'd, 
Kor, tak^n out, will He be wiser mad«. 
Content to be a man; nor will his pride V 
Lay such a glorious love of death aside. .• 

Nor is it plain for what more horrid crime 
The gods have plagu'd him with this curse of ihime; 
Whether his fiither's ashes he disdain'd. 
Or hallow'd ground with sacrilege profan'd: 
Certain he*8 mad, and like a baited bear. 
If he hath strength enough his den to tear. 
With all the horrors of a desperate Muse 
The learned and unlearned he pursues. 
But if^he seize you, then the torture dread ; 
He fastens on you, till he read you dead. 
And like a leech, voracious of his food. 
Quits not his cruel hold till gorg'd with Uo«d. 



THE END. 



Ellerton 8t Bywortb, Printm, 
Johnson's Court. 
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